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FIFTEEN DAYS IN 
THE AIR 


CHAPTER I 
ANDY’S WINGS ABE CLIPPED 


In a silver-colored airplane, half a mile in 
the air over the Hillside Flying Field, a soft, 
fluffy, little tan and white collie pup was look- 
ing reproachfully at his master. The small 
dog’s discouraged-looking ears were set way 
back on his head, and his brown eyes watered 
a little from the wind that seemed to come 
from every direction at the same time. He 
wasn’t really frightened, for he had learned 
that the tiny safety belt which held him so 
safely into his seat would not let him fall out. 
But as much as he usually enjoyed flying the 
last few moments hadn’t been pleasant ones 
for a two-months-old puppy, even if he was big 


for his age! 
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He braced his two front paws wide apart as 
the tiny plane turned its nose straight up to- 
ward the sky and climbed as though shot from 
a rocket. For hundreds of feet it zoomed, 
slowly losing speed as it rose. At last, five 
thousand feet above the earth, it stalled. Fora 
moment or two it hung there, as though sus- 
pended from the sky by its swiftly whirling 
propeller. 

Then with a sickening slide, it fell off on one 
wing. Its nose pointed down. The wings 
turned over and over. The plane was hurtling 
down in a dizzy tail spin with a shrill scream 
of wind through its wires. Suddenly horrified 
watchers on the ground heard the thundering 
roar of the motor die down to a whisper. The 
headlong, whirling fall straightened out into a 
dive. The nose came up, little by little, the 
whistle of the wires became a gentle hum, and 
the tiny plane came down in a slow, circling 
glide. 

‘‘What’s the matter, Scotty?’’ asked his 
master, looking at the puppy with a smile. 
“‘Did that whip-stall make you dizzy? Well, 
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old boy, I guess you can stand it, this once. It 
will be a long time before you fly again. I just 
had to let her out, this last time!’’ 

The puppy thumped the leather seat with his 
rat-like tail to show he held no hard feelings, 
but he continued to study his master’s face in- 
tently. If it had been anyone else but Andy 
Lane, he would have been certain that he had 
seen him brush away a tear. No, that couldn’t 
be, the pup decided. It was just the wind, for 
his own eyes had watered, too. 

But Andy had brushed away a tear, and with 
good cause. Wasn’t he having his last flight 
in a ship which he loved as much as a person? 
When he landed at the field below him, he 
would have to turn his plane over to the man 
who had just bought it. He would probably 
never see it again. 

Of course there was nothing to do but be a 
good sport. about it. Hadn’t his dad been a 
wonderful sport when he had lost his money 
through unwise investments? He had had to 
sell his two cars, his home, and been forced to 
remove all his tools and other apparatus from 
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his beloved laboratory into a dark little shed 
behind the tiny house which was to be their 
new home, 

Poor Dad, one of the world’s greatest in- 
ventors, yet such an impractical business man 
that he always managed to lose the money he 
had made. Andy hoped that he could some 
day earn enough money to put his father back 
on his feet. 

Andy had nearly reached the landing field 
now, so he kicked the rudder bar to straighten 
the ship out of its slow, thin spiral and coasted 
gently down to the grass. Then he taxied over 
to the hangar where a little group of men 
awaited him. He cut off the switch, snapped 
open his safety belt, and unfastened Scotty. 
With the puppy under his arm, he swung down 
from the cockpit. 

When the dog felt solid ground under his 
four clumsy little paws, he began to race 
around in delight, barking in shrill little 
squeaks and stopping now and then to bite joy- 
ously at Andy’s legs. But it wasn’t much fun 
today. His master was too busy with his own 
troubles to romp with him. 
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‘“Now, Mr. Jones,’’ said Andy to a man who 
had come up to him when the ship landed, 
“T’ve just tested her out, and she flies as 
sweetly as any plane ever could. I hope you’ll 
enjoy her and take good care of her.’’ Then he 
turned quickly away so that he might not have 
to watch the new owner climb into the seat and 
fly his beloved ship away. 

‘Why, hello, Sonny!’’ he called out, seeing a 
slender boyish figure racing across the field to- 
ward him. As they stood together they made 
a decided contrast, these two. Andy, just past 
seventeen, was built like an athlete. Broad- 
shouldered, slim-waisted, with tanned face, 
sun-bleached hair and keen blue eyes, he was 
the picture of health and good looks, 

David Collins, better known as ‘‘Sonny,”’ 
was thirteen. His face was rather pale and his 
large brown eyes were almost hidden behind a 
huge pair of horn-rimmed glasses. Too many 
afternoons and evenings spent in front of his 
radio table searching the ether for brother 
radio fans the world over had left their mark 
upon him. 

Yet, despite the difference in their ages and 
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their hobbies, there was a tremendous bond of 
friendship between these two boys. Hach was 
so bound up in his hobby that he had little 
time to make many friends. Andy spent most 
of his spare time in the air, or working with 
his father in their laboratory, while Sonny’s 
leisure hours were spent in his radio shack, 
ear-phones clamped to his head. 

But Sonny, too, had a strong interest in avia- 
. tion, for his father was President of the Collins 
Aeronautical Corporation, one of the world’s 
greatest manufacturers of airplanes and avia- 
tion engines. 

‘‘Hello, Andy!’’ responded the younger boy. 
‘‘Come on, I’ll take you home.’’ 

‘“‘Atta boy!’’ exclaimed Andy. ‘‘You’re a 
nice kid to remember I haven’t an automobile 
now and that it’s a long way to walk to the 
street car. Just a minute till I get a few 
things and I’ll be with you.’’ 

Together they walked to a hangar, one of a 
long row which faced the flying field, bearing 
the name ‘‘ Andrew Lane’”’ in neat letters on its 
barn-like door. Andy stood still for a few mo- 
ments as they entered and looked about him 
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for the last time. This place had been like an- 
other home to him. 

Here it was that he had fussed with his 
plane. Here that he had tested out, one after 
another, the inventions which his father had 
developed. Here, he had worked out the prac- 
tical experiments which his father was now 
trying to make perfect. It was a great wrench 
to leave this workshop. 

Scotty sensed something wrong. His awk- 
ward, uncertain legs carried him over to the 
corner where his pillow had always been. Not 
finding it, he nuzzled patiently around the 
floor, stopping now and then to ask Andy with 
his brown eyes if everything was all right. 
Then he trotted out of the door to stand guard 
and protect the hangar. After all, he was go- 
ing to be a watch dog, and he might as well 
start watching things now. The sun felt nice 
and warm on his back, too. 

The two boys stayed inside to talk a mo- 
ment. 

<‘ Andy, it’s a shame that you had to sell your 
plane,’’ said Sonny. ‘‘Couldn’t you have made 
more money taking up passengers?”’ 
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‘‘No, Half-portion,”’ explained. his friend. 
‘‘A taxi service is something that takes all 
your time. When a passenger wants to go 
right up in the air, he doesn’t want to wait un- 
til the pilot kisses all the professors good-bye, 
and asks permission to go sky-hopping!’’ 

Suddenly both boys stopped and listened. 
They had heard a frightened, pained yelp from 
the puppy outside. With one bound Andy had 
reached the outer air, and with another he had 
reached out and grabbed the collar of a man 
who had just kicked the now whimpering 
little dog. 

Andy, furious, whirled the man around and 
doubled his strong fist to give him the beating 
he deserved. Then he saw that the stranger 
was much older than he, and that it would not 
do to hit him. So he released the coat collar 
he held in his hand, saying angrily. 

‘Listen, you! If you were nearer my age 
I’d ask you to take your coat off and let me 
beat you up! You dirty coward, to kick a 
little puppy like that! I’ve a good mind to pull 
your nose right off your face!’’ 
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The stranger flushed with rage, but made no 
move to hit the angry youth. 

‘*That dog tried to bite me!’’ he said coldly. 

‘*Just imagine that!’’ Andy laughed grimly. 
‘A two-months-old puppy tried to bite this 
big, grown man with his little milk teeth! No 
wonder you were frightened! You’d better 
run along before I really lose my temper and 
pop you one in the eye! If you have business 
here, I’ll put this roaring lion of mine in a cage 
so you’ll be safe!”’ 

The stranger’s small eyes were on Sonny, 
who had been standing behind Andy listening 
to the argument. 

‘‘Why, Sonny OCollins!’’ he exclaimed, 
‘‘What are you doing with this roughneck?’’ 

‘‘Mr. Brewster, Andy Lane is my best friend. 
You ought to be ashamed of yourself, kicking 
Scotty! Andy, this is Mr. Brewster, Chief 
Engineer for my father’s factory. I thought 
you knew him.”’ 

‘‘No,’’ answered the engineer, removing his 
expensive felt hat, and running a well-mani- 
cured hand over his sleek, black hair, ‘‘I did 
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not know this bad-tempered friend of yours, 
nor have I any desire to know him any better. 
If I were you, David, I’d be more particular 
about those I chose for friends.’’ With this 
parting shot, he turned on his heel and walked 
back to his car which had been standing 
near-by. 

To prove he had not been licked, Scotty ran 
after the man, though at.a very safe distance, 
and barked ferociously at him. Each time he 
barked, his ratty little tail would twitch. He 
looked so ridiculous that the boys burst into 
roars of laughter. As Andy recovered the 
angry pup, Sonny said ruefully: 

“Gee, Andy, everything seems to go wrong 
at the same time. I had been planning to ask 
Mr. Brewster to take you on, in your spare 
time, as a test pilot in Dad’s company. Now, 
of course, he is sore at you, and would turn me 
down cold. It’s a darned shame.’’ The manly 
little fellow looked ready to ery with disap- 
pointment. 

‘‘Never mind, Big Boy,’’ responded Andy 
cheerfully, ‘‘I’m sure I wouldn’t want to work 
for a bird like that, anyway. I’ll bet you’ll 
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find out some day that he’s a crook and a 
coward.’’ 

“*Well,’? admitted Sonny doubtfully, ‘‘that 
was certainly a mean thing for him to do, but 
Dad likes him a lot.’’ 

“*Tt’s all right, Sonny. Don’t worry. He has 
a yellow streak a yard wide, and it will show 
up some day. He’ll hate me now for the rest 
of his life, but it doesn’t worry me.”’ 

The two friends walked back into the hangar 
to take a last look around. Andy picked up the 
only thing left in the shed—a small case of 
tools,—lifted Scotty, and turned briskly away 
as if to shake off memories that hurt. 

‘So you will be able to start college next 
week as you had planned?’’ asked Sonny, as 
they were seated a few moments later in his 
father’s big limousine. 

“‘Yes. Dad says that I must take an engi- 
neering course. He says that I will be able to 
help him with his work while I am going 
through college, and that when I have gradu- 
ated, I will be twice as valuable to him. I have 
found a job three afternoons a week at the 
Hillside garage. The other afternoons and 
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Saturday I’m going to help Dad with his car- 
buretor.”’ 

‘‘How’s the new invention coming?’’ asked 
Sonny in an interested voice. 

‘‘Great, Old-timer,’’ responded the other en- 
thusiastically, ‘‘If we can perfect it, it will pep 
up every engine upon which it is used. It will 
save a heap of gasoline, too. There is just one 
little thing wrong with it, and we don’t know 
what it is. It works beautifully for a few mo- 
ments, and then something goes blooey. When 
we do get it fixed, though, we are all going to 
be sitting on top of the world!’’ 

‘‘Well, when it’s finished I hope you’ll be 
able to move back to the big house and buy 
another airplane.’’ 

‘‘T hope so, Sonny,’’ said Andy longingly. 

The chauffeur had stopped the car in front 
of a small, neat house on the outskirts of Hill- 
side. Andy gave his young friend a slap on 
the back that made his spectacles fall into his 
lap, and ran up the steps to the porch. 


CHAPTER II 


HARD AT WORK 


Tue first two weeks of college had ended. 
For Andy, it had been a miserable two weeks. 
Wasn’t it queer, he thought to himself, how 
many fairweather friends there were in the 
world? One after the other, boys who had 
been eager to seek his company when he owned 
an eight-cylinder racing car and an airplane, 
scarcely bothered to notice him now that he 
had nothing. When he appeared, three after- 
noons a week, in greasy overalls to repair their 
cars at the town garage, they seemed, instead, 
to actually look down on him. 

Of course, he knew he would have been more 
popular if he had been able to play football and 
practice with the squad every day. But he had 
always been more interested in aviation than 
in sports, and now it was too late. He had no 


afternoons he could call his own. 
13 


14 FIFTEEN DAYS IN THE AIR 


The afternoons and evenings he spent with 
his father in their workshop were fun. If they 
could only smooth out those troubles with the 
carburetor! He knew they could, if they kept 
at it. How he would have loved to test it out » 
on his own plane! Oh, well, there was no use 
regretting the impossible! 

The fraternity business bothered him, too. 
At Newton University the freshmen were 
rushed by the clubs early in the term, but 
invitations were not given out, nor the lucky 
candidates pledged, until February. Although 
it was no secret that many of the boys in his 
class had already been pledged to some of the 
fraternities, Andy had not yet been ap- 
proached. 

Well, he decided, with a shrug of his broad 
shoulders, he was in college for just one thing. 
To learn enough to really be of use to his 
father. Still, it would have been nice if the 
fellows had seemed to like him a little. As he 
changed to his work clothes this afternoon, get- 
ting ready to help in the laboratory, his father 
burst into the room, brimming over with excite- 
ment. 
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Scotty, startled out of his nap by the sudden 
noise, growled at him, then thinking that de- 
fense might be safer than offense, he slid 
hastily under Andy’s bed where he yipped 
softly now and then to show he wasn’t at all 
afraid. 

“‘Look, Andy,’’ said his father, waving a 
folded newspaper. ‘‘The Navy Department is 
going to place an order for six million dollars’ 
worth of airplane motors for the new bombing 
planes. Just think what an order! Enough to 
keep a whole factory working day and night 
just to make engines to fill that one order. I’ll 
bet every engine company in the country will 
compete for a share of it!’’ 

‘‘Sure,’’ said Andy indifferently. ‘‘But you 
know who will get the order, don’t you?’’ 

‘¢Who??’? 

‘“Why, the Collins Aeronautical Corporation, 
of course. They have every worth-while record 
that exists in aviation today. When anyone 
speaks of a good aviation engine they always 
mention the Collins ‘Hurricane’.”’ 

“T guess you’re right, Andy. This article 
says that the chief things the Navy is inter- 
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ested in are reliability and fuel economy. The 
‘Hurricane’ certainly has the rest of the field 
beaten in those lines.’’ 

“‘But,’? Andy went on, ‘‘the Apex Aeroplane 
and Motor Corporation should have part of 
that business. I think their motor is even more 
reliable than the Collins one. It is air-cooled, 
and I have never seen one break down when in 
use. The only fault with it is that it uses a 
little more gas than the ‘Hurricane’.’’ 

‘‘Well,’’? explained Mr. Lane, ‘‘You see that 
economy is a very important asset for bombing 
planes. They have to carry all the bombs they 
can possibly lift. If the engine uses too much 
gas, they must have bigger tanks, carry a 
heavier load of gasoline, and cut down the 
weight of the bombs.”’ 

“‘Just think, Dad! If we could perfect our 
carburetor it would save enough gas to give 
the Apex people a real chance at the order!”’ 

“‘That’s right,’’ replied his father, ‘‘But on 
the other hand, if we sold the use of it to the 
Collins people, it would make their chance for 
the order absolutely perfect. And the Collins 
Aeronautical Corporation is so much bigger 
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than the Apex that we would make a great deal 
more money by selling it to them than to any- 
one else.’’ 

‘‘Right you are,’’ said his son. ‘‘Now let’s 
go to work! Let’s try to get it ready in time 
to let someone use it while they are competing 
for the Navy order.’’ 

So down into the work shop they went to 
resume the patient searching for the one flaw 
which stood between them and success. On 
two sides of the little shack stood long benches, 
behind which were racks of tools, each care- 
fully mounted according to size, like school- 
boys standing in a row, the smallest one first, 
the tallest last. 

On the other side was an engine stand, with 
an eight-cylinder aviation motor bolted se- 
curely upon it. There was no propeller, an in- 
genious brake on the propeller hub giving the 
necessary amount of load to the engine. 

Along the wall, next to the motor, was an 
elaborate system of gauges and instruments. 
It looked something like the instrument board 
of an automobile, except that the gauges were 
larger and there were more of them. Instead 
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of a speedometer, there was, in its place, a ta- 
chometer, an instrument which showed how 
fast the engine was turning. Almost every kind 
of an instrument was there to tell how well the 
engine was doing, as one carburetor after an- 
other was tried. 

“This is the newest adjustment of the jet, 
Andy,’’ explained Mr. Lane, as they reviewed 
the work he had been doing during the day. 

“‘How does it act?”’ 

Mr. Lane started the motor, after filling a 
bottle with high-test gasoline. This bottle took 
the place of the regular gasoline tank, and the 
number of times the engine turned a propeller 
was counted by a tiny instrument until the last 
drop of gas ran out of the bottle and the engine 
stopped with a cough. The two watching the 

‘motor paid no attention to the revolution 
counter. Their eyes were glued to the tachom- 
eter, or speed indicator. 

Its pointer crept slowly up the dial as the 
motor gained speed. Twelve hundred revolu-' 
tions per minute, fourteen, seventeen, eighteen, 
it showed, as the men watched it tensely. Then 
the pointer wavered. At eighteen hundred it 
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flickered, then dropped back. Once it nearly 
went to nineteen hundred, while the two intent 
watchers held their breaths. But it did not 
quite make it. At last the motor, having used 
up its small allowance of gas, stopped. 

Andy looked at his father cheerfully. 

‘““Never mind, Dad! We’ll take her apart 
again and see what’s the matter. I know we’ll 
make two thousand revolutions a minute be- 
fore long, and that will be part of our battle 
won. Then the power will be there, and if we 
can keep the gas consumption down, we’re 
right at last.’’ 

*‘Let’s see how many times she turned over 
suggested Mr. Lane, as he moved over to the 
little round counter fastened to the propeller 
hub cap. He gave it a careless glance, then 
bent down to peer more carefully at it. 

Andy was startled by his sudden shout. 

‘‘T,ook here! Read this and tell me if I am 
mistaken!”’ 

Andy hurried over to examine the gauge. 

‘Whoops, Pop!’’ he yelled, ‘‘It reads 6,000 
revolutions! That’s more than it’s ever done 
before on that amount of gas!”’ 
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He seized his father round the waist and 
proceeded to dance him around the room, sing- 
ing the latest popular song at the top of his 
husky voice. 

“‘Stop it! Stop it!’’ protested the older man, 
trying to break away. 

At last Andy released him, and Mr. Lane 
sank to a chair, puffing and blowing. 

‘Tf you were five years younger, I’d spank 
you! The idea of treating your father like 
that!’’ 

‘“‘C’mon, Pop, let’s get to work. We’re 
nearly through,’’ and smiling, the boy turned 
back to the engine to remove the carburetor 
again. 

Mr. Lane got to his feet, glancing suspi- 
ciously at Andy for fear he might be seized 
once more in those rough arms. 

“Yes, we’re nearly finished,’’ he said, as they 
started to take apart the carburetor. ‘‘Now if 
we can deliver more power to the engine on the 
same amount of gas, the job is done!’’ 

‘Then we’ll have another dance, Dad, eh 
what??? 


CHAPTER III 
THE CARBURETOR IS PERFECTED 


In one of the beautiful offices of the Collins 
Aeronautical Corporation, Sonny was talking 
to Mr. Herbert Brewster, Vice-President and 
Chief Engineer of the huge factory. He had 
gone to see the official hoping to get Andy a 
job as test pilot, but almost as soon as he had 
started to talk, Mr. Brewster had changed the 
subject and was asking him all about Mr. 
Lane’s carburetor. 

Of course, Sonny did know a lot about it, but 
something in the shifty eyes of the man had 
made the youngster suspicious. He couldn’t 
believe that a man whom his father trusted 
could actually be crooked, but he had a strong 
hunch that he wasn’t helping Andy at all by 
talking about the invention. 

But the engineer persisted. Had Sonny 
seen the carburetor? What did it look like? 
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What would it do? Was it nearly perfected? 
Where were they going to sell it? Had he 
heard anything about selling it to Apex? 

Sonny was so vague in his replies that Mr. 
Brewster finally gave up, very much irritated. 

‘‘Now, David, unless your father orders me 
to,’’ he stated flatly, ‘‘I’m not going to have 
your impudent friend around this place at all. 
I’d like to see orders posted to throw him out 
every time he comes near here. That’s what 
I think of him! As for his invention, you mark 
my words, it will never amount to anything. 
He and his father are both crack-brains!’’ 

The discouraged boy left, determined to en- 
list his father’s aid just as soon as he returned 
from his trip to Europe. 

A. long month dragged by. It was not a very 
happy month for Andy. He was very dis- 
couraged. Sonny knew that things were not go- 
ing well, and even forsook his beloved radio 
transmitter to spend evenings with Andy and 
his father in their workshop. 

While the two workers put together their 
carburetor, tested it on the roaring motor, and 
then took it apart again, Sonny would sit on a 
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low stool in a corner and play with Scotty. 
The little pup was lengthening out now. His 
legs were quite long, but he still was very 
awkward with them. If he stumbled over some 
small obstacle, he would usually fall down, then 
get up again and sniff at the thing that had 
tripped him. 

At first Scotty had come running to the 
workshop each time he heard the motor roar, 
for he recognised the noise, in his puppy mind, 
as something that meant he was going up with 
his master on one of those breath-taking flights 
he enjoyed so much. But at last he forgot, 
except as a very faint and pleasant memory, 
those joyrides. Now he just lifted up one of 
those soft little ears whenever that funny thing 
in the air began to bark at him. Long ago he 
had learned not to bark back at it, for he hadn’t 
been able to hear his own voice in the roar of 
the engine. This frightened him a little. 

So Sonny and Scotty would romp together 
until the chauffeur would come after the boy in 
the big car. Then he would have to go home, 
leaving the tired men to continue their experi- 
ments. 
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One evening the lad had dozed off, with the 
warm, soft little body of the pup in his arms. 
Suddenly he snapped out of his sleep hearing 
Andy shout excitedly, 

‘‘Hooray, Dad, we’ve got it!”’ 

Sonny scrambled hastily to his feet, spilling 
Scotty out of his lap into a puddle of grease. 
The pup yelped and slipped around for a 
moment, then recovered himself and nipped 
Sonny in the ankle. But Sonny did not feel the 
sharp little teeth. His eyes were glued to the 
speed indicator around which Andy and his 
dad were standing, their faces glowing with 
delight. 

There stood the pointer, vibrating between 
2200 and 2300—and Sonny knew that if it went 
as high as 2000 they had been successful! 
Finally the motor ran out of gas and all three 
looked at the counter. Yes, the economy 
feature was as good as ever! 

Success at last, after two years of struggle 
and hardships! 

‘‘C’mon, Dad,’’ yelled Andy, ‘‘I promised 
you a dance when we got it! Now you’re going 
to have it!’’ 
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Mr. Lane hastily placed a table between him- 
self and the excited boy. 

‘‘Don’t you dare, Andrew! If you do, big as 
you are, I’ll take you over my knee!’ 

Notwithstanding this warning, he was seized 
in a bear-like hug and the two danced around 
the floor, followed by the frantically barking 
Seotty, who went flying after them, crouching 
and leaping at the shuffling feet, trying to nip 
at the ankles as they passed him. At last Andy 
released his father, who, completely out of 
breath, could only glare at the happy young- 
sters indignantly. 

Andy captured the excited puppy, who 
looked around from the security of his master’s 
arms, in fine bravery, as though he challenged 
the whole world to come and lick him! 

At this moment, Mrs. Lane entered the work- 
shop. She looked around with eyes that were 
blue and keen and shrewd like Andy’s. ‘There 
was more than a hint of humor in them. Now 
they were twinkling merrily. 

‘‘Here, here,’’ she said, ‘‘You’ll have the 
police knocking at the door, you are making 80 
much noise!’’ 
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Andy rushed to kiss her. 

“We've got it at last, Mother,’’ he exulted. 
‘‘Now take us all into the kitchen and give us 
a little party!’’ 

“‘As I live and die!’’ she gasped, ‘‘You’ve_ 
all had your dinners and you’ll get nothing 
more tonight!”’ 

Andy, ignoring her protests, took her arm 
and cake-walked her out of the door, through 
the yard, and into the kitchen, with the others 
trooping behind. 

Once inside the spotless and cozy room, he 
sat Sonny and his father in two rocking chairs, 
kicked Scotty’s little red pillow into the middle 
of the room for him to lie on, and grinned. 

‘All right, Mother, I’ll help you. The Half- 
portion and I will have nice hot chocolate, and 
you and Dad will have coffee. Scotty, if he 
isn’t too excited to eat it, will have a saucer of 
cream and some cookies. Let’s go!’’ 

Grumbling and fussing, but with a sly look of 
good humor in her eyes and a secret song of 
thanksgiving in her heart, Mrs. Lane put the 
things on the stove to cook. 


CHAPTER IV 
THE GREAT IDEA 


‘*Now,’’ said Andy, becoming serious as they 
settled comfortably to sip their hot drinks, 
“I’m going to let you into a secret that I’ve 
been keeping ever since we read about that six 
million dollar order the Navy Department is 
going to give out next spring for aviation 
engines. 

“‘T know how some manufacturer of engines 
can convince the whole world that his engines 
are the best. In that way, he will prove to the 
Navy the same thing, and that will give him 
a better chance to get the order.’ 

‘Well, Andrew,’’ smiled his father, ‘‘ Your 
ideas are usually pretty good. Let’s hear this 
one, now.’’ 

‘‘The first thing the Navy wants to know is, 


how reliable is the engine. Is that right?’’ 
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‘‘Yes,’? chorused Mr. Lane and Sonny to- 
gether. 

‘“‘T propose to suggest to a manufacturer that 
he put a plane, fitted with his motors—and our 
carburetors—in the air and keep it there a 
week, two weeks, maybe a month, without ever 
coming down.’’ 

‘‘Why, you’re crazy, perfectly crazy, Andy!’’ 
cried his father. 

‘‘Wait a minute, Mr. Lane,’’ exclaimed 
Sonny, ‘‘We all know Andy isn’t crazy! Let’s 
see how he would do it.’’ 

‘“‘Well,’? explained Andy, ‘‘the thing that 
usually brings down a plane on a long distance 
flight is seldom engine failure. It is usually 
lack of sufficient gasoline. Am I right?”’ 

They all nodded, remembering a big ship that 
had recently missed an endurance record by 
less than an hour because one of its gasoline 
tanks leaked and, after wasting many precious 
gallons of fuel, finally went dry. 

‘‘Allright,’’ continued Andy gravely. ‘‘Now, 
if there were only some way of feeding plenty 
of gasoline to those engines for as long as they 
would run, the motors would keep the plane in 
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the air indefinitely, wouldn’t they? You all 
know that a good engine in these days will run 
anywhere from five hundred to two thousand 
hours before it needs a complete overhauling.’’ 

They all admitted the truth of this statement. 

‘‘Here’s the idea. Some years ago, at the 
army flying field at Dayton, Ohio, two airplanes 
went up at the same time. One flew directly 
over the other, and lowered a hose. When 
those in the ship beneath had captured the 
hose, and inserted the end of it into their 
gasoline tank, the upper plane dropped fifty or 
more gallons of gas through the pipe. In other 
words, the lower plane had been filled with gas 
while it was in the air. 

‘‘Now, if that could be done once on a small 
scale, it could be done again on a large scale. 
We’ll put up a ship with three motors. We'll 
have small gangways, or cat-walks, to each 
motor, so that a mechanic can make small re- 
pairs to the engines while the plane is in the 
air. You know a ship like that can fly with 
only one of its motors running if necessary. 
We’ll have several gasoline tanks built in, so 
that if one tank leaks, we can shut it off from 
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the rest. All the gas tanks will be filled from 
the same opening. 

‘‘We can have the plane take off from the 
field only half loaded, so that there won’t be | 
any trouble with the take-off of a heavily laden 
ship. As soon as she gets into the air, we’ll 
have another ship fly over her and fill up all 
the tanks. If our ship can be filled up every 
two days, we’ll be perfectly safe. Instead of 
that, we’ll have her filled up every day. Then 
the tanks will always be more than half full. 
The same plane can let down food and water. 

‘We'll keep our plane in the air until all 
the engines go wrong and she has to come 
down. The record will be broken so badly that 
there will be no question as to the reliability 
of the motors. And our carburetors will not 
only contribute greatly to the reliability of the 
engines, but they will also break a record for 
economy of operation.”’ 

A stunned silence fell over his three listeners 
for several minutes while they tried to find ob- 
jections to his wild plan. 

“Would you have more than one man in the 
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crew, Andy?’’ asked Sonny, while Mr. Lane 
pondered. 

“‘Sure. I’d have two pilots, and a mechanic 
who would be, at the same time, a radio man.”’ 

*‘Oh, gosh!’’ exclaimed Sonny wistfully, ‘‘I 
wish I could be the radio man!’’ 

‘Well, Ivory head,’’ smiled the older boy, 
*<you could be the ground operator, taking mes- 
sages from the ship and sending messages to 
her. Some day, when you’re a little older, you 
and I are going to have many adventures in 
the air together.’’ 

‘““The boy should be put away in an insane 
asylum!’’ sputtered Mrs. Lane, indignantly. 
‘‘He is perfectly crazy. I’ve known it all along, 
and this just goes to prove it!’? Andy laughed 
at her, bending over to pat her hand lovingly. 

‘‘ Andy,”’ said his father, at last, ‘<I shouldn’t 
wonder if your plan was a good one. Who can 
you offer it to?’’ 

Andy looked at Sonny. 

‘“‘Think your father would be interested in 
it, old top?’’ 

“‘Gee, I don’t know! He won’t be back from 
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Europe for nearly a month, and if you wait 
that long, he would just turn it over to 
Brewster to look into, anyway. And that man 
sure hates Andy! By the way, he was asking 
me some more questions about your carburetor 
this morning. I’d hate to think that anyone 
my father likes so well is a crook, but that 
man worries me. Better keep your eye peeled 
for him!’’ 

‘‘Good idea, Shrimp!’’ commended his pal. 
‘“‘What do you think about letting Brewster 
have an opportunity to refuse this proposition, 
Dad? I sort of hate to knock Sonny’s father 
entirely out of the running.’’ 

Before Mr. Lane had a chance to answer, the 
younger boy broke in. 

‘‘Oh, Andy, we have enough money now! If 
Dad were here, I’d say for you to go and talk 
with him. But he isn’t here, and I wish you 
wouldn’t show it to Brewster! I’m afraid of 
him. Show it to someone else!’’ The Lanes 
were astonished and touched to see tears 
trembling in Sonny’s brown eyes. 

‘‘Suits me, kid.’? Andy pretended not to see 
the younger boy’s emotion. ‘‘I’ll go over to 
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Mineola tomorrow and put the whole thing up 
to the Apex people.”’ 

‘“<There’s Charles,’’ said Sonny regretfully, 
as a horn sounded outside. ‘‘Goodnight, 
every body! This has been a whale of an eve- 
ning!’’ 


CHAPTER V 
BUILDING THE ‘‘APEX’’ 


Tr was very late the next night when Andy 
came home from Mineola. In great excitement 
he kissed his mother, and slapped his father 
on the back. 

‘‘Hoopla! Hoopla! Hoopla!’’ he sang, as 
he danced around the room. ‘‘Hverything is 
fixed. We’re going to be rich, Dad, rich!’’ 

His smiling parents waited for him to calm 
down for a moment. At last Mr. Lane said 
dryly. 

‘‘Well, my son, it’s nice we are to be rich. 
But how?’’ 

Andy controlled his glee with difficulty and 
sat down. 

‘‘T started to explain my idea to a Mr. Burns. 
He is general manager. He took me into a 
great big room where sat Mr. Ronald Avery, 


president of the company. In a few minutes 
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they called Joe Lamson, their chief test pilot, 
and Sam Allen, their chief mechanic. 

“Gosh, I was almost too scared to speak with 
all those important men listening to me! But 
I went ahead and explained the whole thing, 
from soup to nuts, and then told them how you 
and I had worked out this carburetor so it 
would increase the gasoline efficiency of their 
motor at least twenty percent. 

““You should have seen them sit up and listen 
when I told them that! They asked me a lot of 
questions about you. Some of them had heard 
of you and the invention that Brewster had 
stolen from you some years ago. 

‘“Well, the upshot of it is that we’re to'take 
our carburetor over to them tomorrow, and if it 
does as well there as it has here, they are going 
to take us up on the whole proposition! 

‘‘And listen, Dad, if they go ahead with it, 
they’ll build a great big three-motored plane, 
with enclosed cabins, beds, electric lights, an 
electric cook stove and everything so that we 
can stay up in the air for a month, if the 
engines last that long. And when I told them 
of all my flying experience, they said it would 
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be a good idea to have me in the ship so that 
I could adjust the carburetor if necessary. So 
they are going to make me assistant pilot—Joe 
Lamson, one of the best flyers in the world, will 
be first pilot. Sam Allen will go along as me- 
chanic and radio man. Isn’t it wonderful? 

‘‘And gosh,’’ added Andy, excitedly, ‘‘I’ve 
forgotten one of the most important things! 
The money! Mr. Avery told me that if they 
decided to go ahead with this, and he got a 
good slice of that $6,000,000 Navy order, that 
he’d give me a commission of two percent, and 
would make a contract with us for sole rights 
to use our carburetors.”’ 

‘““Two percent,’’ whispered Mr. Lane, trying 
to figure it out in his head. Then he gasped. 
‘‘Why, Andy, if they got the whole order that 
would mean they would give us $120,000. Even 
half of it would give you $60,000, enough to 
give us all the money we need for a long time!’’ 

‘‘Tt sounds perfectly silly to me,’’ said Mrs. 
Lane. ‘‘You’ll probably catch your death of 
cold up there in the air so long.’’ 

Three weeks later, the great new ship was 
beginning to take shape in the vast shed which 
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was the plane manufacturing division of the 
Apex Aeroplane and Motor Corporation. Since 
Andrew was still under twenty-one, his father 
had signed a contract for him with the Presi- 
dent, Mr. Avery, and every one of the promises 
made during that first meeting had been writ- 
ten down in proper legal form. 

Andy was living in a happy dream. He was 
constantly to be found at the Apex factory, 
watching the building of the ‘‘Apex.’’ His 
wide flying experience stood him in good stead, 
for he found that the engineers were more than 
ready to listen to his suggestions for improve- 
ments as the great skeleton of the plane be- 
came gradually to look like a finished air-liner. 

As soon as they had tested out the carbu- 
retor, on the day after the first meeting, the 
officers of the Apex company were almost as 
enthusiastic about it as were its two inventors. 
They had immediately put Andy on a small 
salary so that he could afford to stay near the 
plant. 

‘What a wonderful ship it would be! One 
of the biggest airplanes in the world! Andy 
was thrilled with the very size of it as he stood 
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beneath the huge lower wing watching the 
workmen cover it with the fine linen material. 

The top wing was nearly 140 feet long, and 
the lower one a little shorter. Between the 
two wings were the great five-hundred horse- 
power, air-cooled Apex motors, giving a total 
power of 1,500 horses. As Andy had sug- 
gested, a narrow, railed gangway ran from the 
top hatch of the cabin to each motor, so it might 
be repaired in the air. 

In the extreme bow of the plane was an open 
cockpit, with a large gasoline filler pipe stand- 
ing up from the floor. This pipe had a very 
wide mouth and a cover which hinged inward. 
Andy touched it in his examination, and was 
pleased to see that the cover tilted down at the 
least pressure of his fingers, exposing the in- 
terior of the big pipe. 

The moment his hand left the cover, it 
snapped shut again. He knew that the purpose 
of this arrangement was so that the nozzle of 
the fuel pipe from the other plane could be 
jammed down into the intake pipe without any 
fuss and time lost in opening it. As soon as 
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the refuelling hose was removed, the pipe 
would close by itself. 

Andy noticed that at the base of the pipe 
were a number of handles, like those to be 
found on a house radiator with which he had 
often turned off the steam in the radiators. 
These handles were valves which directed the 
flow of the incoming gasoline into the various 
tanks. If one of these tanks developed a leak, 
it could be shut off for the rest of the flight, 
only the good tanks being filled from that time 
on. Oil, too, was to be taken aboard in the same 
pipe, another little valve switching it into the 
proper tanks for the storage of the lubricat- 
ing oil. 

As he crawled through the passageway, 
Andy entered the main cabin and marvelled at 
it. At the front end, raised three or four feet 
from the floor, were the seats for the pilots. 
Side by side, they were, each equipped with a 
wheel and rudder pedals. The various levers, 
or throttles, leading to the three engines, were 
between the two leather seats, so that either 
pilot might reach them at will. Andy saw at 
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a glance that by means of this dual control the 
plane might be operated from either seat, or in 
case of an emergency, both pilots might work 
the controls together. 

Sitting in one of the pilots’ seats, he looked 
about him and saw that the view was perfect. 
Over these seats was a little dome, constructed 
almost entirely of safety glass. The pilots’ 
heads came up above the level of the mahogany 
cockpit into this dome, and they could see as 
clearly as if they were actually out in the air. 

Since the cockpit was well in front of the 
upper wings, the view above and behind was 
perfect. Andy knew this would be of wonder- 
ful assistance when it came to jockeying the 
two planes around in the air during the process 
of refuelling. There were no blind spots to 
cause a crash. 

In front of the pilots was a great instrument 
board, with almost every known kind of a 
gadget mounted upon it. An altimeter to tell 
how high they were in the air. A tachometer 
for each motor to show the speed of the motor. 
An air speed indicator to show how fast the 
plane was flying through the air. Two other 
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instruments to indicate whether the ship was 
level in the air, how much it was rising, or 
gliding, and how much it was tilting to one 
side. Many other gauges were there, too. A 
thermometer for each engine, for the air, and 
for the inside of the cabin. A pressure gauge 
for the gasoline and the oil. A regular gasoline 
gauge for each tank. Switches for each motor, 
for the lights in the wings, for the searchlights 
pointed at the ground ahead of the landing gear 
and for the bulbs on the instrument board and 
the cabin. More there were, too, but Andy re- 
solved to look at them more carefully later. 

“‘Say, Andy, how do you like this bed?”’ 
came a voice from the rear end of the cabin, 
Andy turned and saw Sam, the chief mechanic, 
inspecting the arrangements. He walked 
through a passageway and joined him. He 
found himself in a little stateroom with walls 
made of a substance which kept the room well 
insulated from the cold. On one side, Sam 
pulled down two berths, which looked just like 
the berths on Pullman sleepers. 

“Boy! Don’t they look comfortable!’’ 

‘‘You bet they are!’’ returned the mechanic, 
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“Look at this!’’? In a little cabinet built on the 
wall was a drop shelf, screwed to which was a 
complete small electric stove, with little cup- 
boards behind it for an assortment of aluminum 
cooking and eating utensils. 

“‘T guess. we’ll eat in style, even if we are 
going to be cruising around a hundred miles 
from nowhere,”’ said Sam. ‘‘Isn’t that a darb 
of a radio set?’’ 

On the other end of the partition was a com- 
pact little set, a combination sending and re- 
ceiving outfit that Andy knew could send for 
fifteen hundred miles and receive two thousand 
or more. Yes, nothing had been overlooked 
that he could see, and between now and the time 
the ship was completed, even further arrange- 
ments would be made for their comfort. 

When he reached his home in Hillside that 
night, his father met him at the door. His gray 
eyes sparkled with excitement. 

“‘Andy, this workshop was broken into last 
night!”’ 

Andy’s heart jumped. ‘‘ Anything stolen?’’ 

‘No, nothing of value. I have been taking 
all my blue prints into the house lately, also 
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the four finished carburetors which we have on 
hand. But everything else had been looked 
over and even the smallest scraps of paper with 
any writing or figures on them were taken 
away!’’ 

Andy’s face was red with anger. 

**T bet it was that fishy-eyed sneak, Brew- 
ster! He’s been pumping Sonny every time 
he sees him to find out about our plans. I’d 
like to get my hands on him again. JI wouldn’t 
let him off so easily. Dad, I’ve a good mind to 
walk right over to the Collins Factory in the 
morning, and smash him on the nose, whether 
he did it or not!”’ 

‘Don’t be so crazy!’’ said his father. ‘‘What 
good, would that do? I think he’s a rascal, but 
we’ve no way of proving it. You would just 
get yourself into trouble, and might lose the 
chance to make your flight.’’ 

This terrible thought calmed the hot- 
tempered youth like a dash of ice water. He 
was just itching for a chance to fight Brewster, 
but it wasn’t worth taking such a chance to 
do it. 

‘‘Well,”’ he muttered as he went to wash his 
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hands for dinner, ‘‘Some day I’m going to do 
it. In the meantime, Dad, watch yourself. If 
he is really determined to see those plans, he’ll 
go to any lengths.’’ 


CHAPTER VI 
THE ENEMY APPEARS 


Ar last the great day had come when the 
‘‘Apex’’ was to take off for her trial flight. 
Andy trembled with excitement as he took his 
seat at the dual control beside the quiet, capa- 
ble Joe Lamson. Mr. Lane had made the last 
careful adjustments of the new Lane carbu- 
retors. The mechanics had swarmed over the 
three great engines and pronounced them per- 
fect. 

One incident only had marred Andy’s com- 
plete joy and peace of mind. Just before the 
time scheduled for the flight, Sonny Collins had 
dashed up to the field in his father’s sport 
roadster. He had elbowed his way frantically 
through the crowd and caught his pal quickly 
by the arm. 


‘“‘Andy! Andy!’’ he gasped breathlessly, 
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‘‘Have you inspected carefully every single 
thing on the ship?”’ 

‘““Why, sure, Dumb-bell,’’ laughed the older 
boy, ‘‘They are just finishing the inspection 
now. See, all those men working on and around 
the ship? They are inspectors, some of them 
of the motors, others of the rigging. When 
they’re through, not a thing will be left to 
chance.’’ 

The slender lad took off his spectacles, and 
drew a big breath of relief. 

‘“Whew, I guess I went off half-cocked.’’ 

‘“What happened to get you so excited?’’ 
asked Andy. 

“‘T went over to the factory this morning to 
deliver a message Dad sent through me in one 
of his letters. It was a matter he didn’t want 
to have opened by the mail clerks at the office. 
As I passed Mr. Brewster’s office, he called me 
and invited me inside. Then he tried to worm 
some more information out of me about your 
carburetor and about the big flight. He seemed 
much worried about something. 

‘Finally, he got sore because I wouldn’t tell 
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him anything, and said the flight would never 
be made anyway. I went out, but the more I 
thought over his last remark, the more anxious 
I got. I couldn’t figure it out any other way 
than that he expected something would happen 
to you on this test flight. So I came right 
over.’ 

‘Atta boy, Sonny! You’re always turning 
up at the right minute.’’ Andy turned to the 
chief inspector and told him he had heard 
rumors that someone had been fooling with the 
ship, and asked him to be especially careful 
in his examination. 

Sonny returned to his roadster, where he sat 
watching the preparations for the take-off with 
the greatest interest. Joe Lamson, nervously 
scanning the instrument board, was impatient 
to start. 

‘‘Just step back into the cabin, Andy,’’ he 
requested, ‘‘And see what you can do to hurry 
the inspectors. Let’s get started.’’ 

Andy snapped open his safety belt and 
worked his way back into the rear compart- 
ment. There stood the three men, their heads 
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bent low over some object on the floor. Hear- 
ing him approach, the chief inspector rose to 
his feet and said grimly. 

“‘ Andy, look at this, will you?’’ 

As he spoke he was pulling the braided wire 
away from the wall that led from the pilot’s 
wheel to the flippers. Andy bent to examine 
it. Then he felt a sinking sensation come over 
his whole body. Of the thirty or forty strands 
that comprised the entire wire, all but three or 
four had been filed away! With the first severe 
bump in the air, the wire would have parted and 
dashed the great ship and its crew into the 
ground! 

“The dirty dog!’’ Andy’s face was white. 
**You fellows keep quiet about this, will you? 
Don’t mention it to anybody except officers of 
the company. How long will it take to fix it2”’ 

‘‘We wouldn’t want to splice such an impor- 
tant wire. We'll have to bend on a whole new 
section. It will take a couple of hours, at least, 
to do the job right.’? Together the chief in- 
spector and Andy went forward to tell Lamson. 
The pilot heard their report without a word, 
but his face darkened with rage. 
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‘Roll her into the hangar!’’ he snapped, 
“‘Don’t let anyone go near her but officers of 
the company. The test hop is off for today!” 
He climbed down to the ground and strode off 
the field. 

Half an hour later, a serious-faced group of 
men sat in the president’s office of the Apex 
Aeroplane and Motor Company. Around the 
long mahogany conference table were all those 
who had attended the first meeting. At this 
meeting were also three strangers. Of course, 
Mr. Lane was not a stranger to them all, but 
he had not attended the first meeting. Nor 
had a keen-eyed man with gray hair and a 
strong chin who sat at one end of the table. He 
was McAllister Seymore, President of the Su- 
perior Oil Company, one of the greatest figures 
in the gasoline and oil business. The third 
was Professor Carl Raymond, an official of the 
Weather Bureau. 

Ronald Avery rose to his feet and spoke to 
the silent group of men. 

‘‘Gentlemen,’’ he said, ‘‘some matters have 
arisen that appear to warrant a change in our 
plans. It has come to our attention very 
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forcibly this afternoon that some of our com- 
petitors are sufficiently worried about this 
flight that they are even willing to stoop to 
murder to prevent it. 

‘You all know that a crash of the ship was 
prevented almost at the last minute. We must 
face the fact that, as our enemies have already 
begun their attack upon us, each day that goes 
by gives them an additional twenty-four hours 
to make more trouble. I think it very desir- 
able, therefore, that the ‘Apex’ should take 
off at the earliest possible moment.’’ 

He turned to Joe Lamson. 

‘‘How soon would you be willing to take 
her up?’’ 

Joe did not hesitate. 

‘<Tomorrow at dawn, sir.”’ 

The President smiled and turned to Andy. 

‘‘Are you, too, willing to take off without a 
test flight?’’ 

Andy’s mouth was dry. He was so anxious 
to start right away that he could hardly speak, 
At last he said, huskily. 

‘¢Ves, Sir, of course!’’ 

The president next asked Sam. 
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‘*Allen, are you satisfied with the engines?’’ 

““Yes, Sir, they are in perfect shape.’’ 

Then Mr. Avery turned to the president of 
the oil company. 

‘““Mr. Seymore, you have just about as much 
at stake in this plan as we have. You are 
furnishing the refuelling plane and its crew. 
Are you willing to start off tomorrow morning 
with the flight itself, instead of a test hop?’’ 

Mr. Seymore nodded his head vigorously. 
*‘T’ll guarantee that, if the Apex follows the 
schedule you lay out for it, my ship, the 
‘Superior’, will meet it with gas, oil, and what- 
ever repair parts and provisions you wish to 
put aboard. We will be there exactly on time.’’ 

Mr. Avery then turned to the weather expert. 
‘‘Professor Raymond, we agreed some time 
ago that the proper time for this flight was in 
May. Events have occurred which make it 
best to have it start at once. You told me, an 
hour or so ago, that a storm was moving north- 
east from Louisiana to Cape Hatteras. There- 
fore, the ‘Apex’ and the ‘Superior’ will keep, 
for the present, north of an imaginary line 
drawn from Philadelphia to St. Louis. Do you 
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feel that you can keep us in close enough touch 
with the weather to keep these planes out of 
bad storms?’’ 

‘‘T am reasonably sure of it, Mr. Avery,’’ re- 
plied the weather man. 

‘‘Very well, men.’? The President’s voice 
was very solemn. ‘‘Let’s go!’ 

Andy was first on his feet, but he did not 
beat the others by many seconds. A spontane- 
ous cheer broke from them all, and they shook 
hands all around. 


CHAPTER VII 
THE ‘‘APEX’’ TAKES OFF 


In the fastest car owned by the Apex com- 
pany, Andy and his father sped home so the 
boy might say goodby to his mother and little 
Sonny Collins. The latter, having learned by 
telephone of the decision to go at once, awaited 
Andy at home, where they found him sitting 
with Mrs, Lane. 

Another little party like the one they had 
staged when the carburetor had been perfected 
was held in the kitchen. Mrs. Lane, who was 
very pessimistic about the whole business, 
predicting everything from colds in their heads 
to hurricanes and cyclones, tried to enter into 
their excitement. 

‘‘Listen, Sonny,’’ said Andy, ‘‘You may 
think you’re left out of this, but, believe me, 
you’re not! It will be up to you to keep in 


touch with Brewster’s activities. If he tries 
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to play some of his dirty tricks on us, I’m 
counting on you to find it out and radio the 
news to us. 

“You tune in on 15 meters. We’ll be listen- 
ing for you on that wave length and will be 
sending you messages from time to time. So 
keep your eyes and ears peeled, old man, and 
keep in touch with us, will you?”’ 

The youngster’s grief at not being able to go 
was helped a lot by the real responsibility thus 
thrust upon him. When he had gone home, 
Andy and his mother packed a small hand bag 
with his changes of clothing and toilet articles. 
Then they went to bed, Andy carefully setting 
his alarm clock for two hours before dawn. 

As he climbed under the covers of the bed, 
he felt the cold nose and warm little body of 
Scotty, who cuddled down beside him. Andy 
smiled at him in the darkness. 

“I sure wish you could go too, old fellow,”’ 
he murmured sleepily. 


There was a tremendous roar from the three 
great motors of the huge airplane ‘‘ Apex’? 
trundled heavily along the rough runway. At 
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first it gathered speed sluggishly. Then, as it 
gained momentum, the wings took part of the 
load from the mammoth tires and in another 
few minutes it was hurtling across the field at 
a terrific speed. Long before it reached the 
dreaded telephone wires obstructing the far- 
ther end, the grim-faced pilot pulled gently 
back on the wheel and the ship leaped straight 
up into the air. 

Safely over the wires, Joe nosed down to re- 
gain his flying speed after the zoom and turned 
his head to Andy who was sitting spellbound 
beside him. Joe grinned happily and spoke 
into the telephone mouthpiece that hung on his 
chest. 

‘“What about it, kid?’’ 

The ear-phones on Andy’s helmet caught the 
words as though the roaring motors were miles 
away. Before he had time to answer, Sam’s 
voice interrupted them. The mechanic, too, 
was equipped with ear-phones and transmitter. 

‘‘Well you can broadcast it to the whole 
world! I’ve never been on such a ship in my 
life! What do you say, chief, about cutting 
out No. 1. motor? These engines have got to 
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run for a long time, and we’d better be treat- 
ing them easy!’’ 

The pilot’s hand moved down to the throttles 
between the seats and closed the gas on the 
center engine. Then he cut off its ignition 
switch. With two motors working, the plane 
was still able to climb at a satisfactory rate of 
speed, but as soon as the altimeter on the in- 
strument board indicated they had reached 
two thousand feet, Joe cut down each engine 
until the plane was just able to forge steadily 
ahead. On this flight it was time in the air, 
and not distance covered, that was important. 
As Andy watched the ground below, he saw 
that they were turning, in a tremendous, wide 
circle, over the town of Mineola and return- 
ing to cross the field. Then he saw another 
ship which looked very small on the ground be- 
low, speed down the runway and take off. It 
gained altitude rapidly, until it was just about 
at their level. Then Andy could read the name, 
in big white letters on the fuselage. It was the 
‘‘Superior’’, the fueling ship, coming to deliver 
a full load of gas to them. They had started 
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with a small amount of fuel, so that the dangers 
of taking off with a full load of gasoline would 
be lessened. 

Sam, in the rear cabin, pulled the telephone 
plug which connected him with the pilots out 
of its jack and crawled through the passage- 
ways out into the open cockpit in the extreme 
bow. Then he plugged in his telephone and 
announced, 

‘*All set for the gas!’’ 

Very carefully the two ships jockeyed for 
position. Joe’s chief job was to hold his own 
ship absolutely steady on her course and let 
the other pilot do the maneuvering. 

Slowly the ‘‘Superior’’ forged up, above and 
directly astern of them. Her speed just the 
least bit faster than that of the ‘‘Apex’’, she 
moved cautiously ahead. Then she passed 
over them until her tail was just above the 
bow of the other plane. 

Suddenly a coil of light rope dropped from 
the ship above. It fell just to the left of the 
cockpit, beyond Sam’s reach. With the gen- 
tlest possible pressure on the left rudder pedal, 
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Joe eased the ‘‘ Apex’’ slowly over to that side, 
and in a moment, Sam was pulling down the 
rope. 

A thick, snake-like hose had been tied to the 
line and the mechanic soon had the nozzle in 
his hands. On its end was a faucet with a 
spring handle. As soon as Sam had put the 
faucet into the wide mouth of the filler pipe, 
he squeezed the handle and both men in the 
pilot’s seat knew that bua fuel was pouring 
into the tanks. 

For nearly five minutes the planes flew 
straight ahead in the same position. Then 
Sam called into the telephone. 

‘‘Filled up, boys, let’s go!’’ 

He pulled the faucet out of the filler hole, 
and as Joe put the ship into a gentle, twisting, 
glide, Sam threw the spout from him. The 
other ship zoomed, and the first refuelling 
operation of the flight was safely accomplished. 

The daring mechanic swarmed all over the 
ship. He had a broad leather belt strapped 
over his fur-lined coveralls. On each side of 
the belt was a short leather strap, with a snap 
buckle on each end. As he swung up out of 
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the trap door in the roof of the cabin, he 
snapped these buckles to a rod which led from 
one engine to another. Leaning back on his 
straps, with both hands free, he clambered over 
the wind-swept wings like a monkey. Appar- 
ently everything suited him, for in a few mo- 
ments he was back in the cabin and his voice 
came through to the pilots, 

**Oh, Boy, it’s cold out there! I’m report- 
ing to the ground now, by radio. Is every- 
thing O. K. with you?’’ 

““Great!’’ answered Joe. ‘‘Tell them to send 
the ‘Superior’ to Boston for refuelling tomor- 
row morning as we planned.’’ 

For a few minutes there was silence, broken 
only by the dull, monotonous roar of the two 
engines as they pulsed steadily along. 

‘“‘You take her now, Andy,’’ suggested Joe. 
‘Keep her on the course.’’ 

Andy glanced at the inductor compass to get 
his bearings, then put his feet on the rudder 
pedals and took over the wheel. What a dif- 
ference between this huge ship and his own 
single seater! On the latter, he held a joy- 
stick instead of a wheel, and the least little 
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movement of the stick brought an instant re- 
sponse from the light, fast plane. The ‘‘Apex”’ 
controlled slowly, ponderously, and forged 
along as steadily as a ten-ton truck. After a 
short time he felt confident and at ease. His 
tense muscles relaxed, and he began to enjoy 
himself thoroughly. 

“‘You’ll do!’”’ said Joe with a grin, as he left 
his seat and went back to join Sam. 

Under Andy’s skillful guidance, the giant 
plane droned along, following the northern 
shore line of Long Island. To their left, Andy 
could see the shimmering waters of Long 
Island Sound. On the other side was the At- 
lantic Ocean, and ahead, to the right, Shinne- 
cock Bay. All was peaceful, above and below. 

In no time at all, they had passed Montauk 
Point and were flying over Block Island Sound. 

“‘Say, Andy,’’ came Sam’s voice, ‘‘I’ve just 
picked up a message for you on the low wave 
set. Shall I read it?’’ 

‘<Shoot!??’ 

‘It goes, ‘B. talking in office this morning 
with two awful looking bums who landed at 
Collins field in Jenny plane. Am much wor- 
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ried. Watch yourselves. Sonny.’ That 
sounds mysterious! What’s it all about?’ 

Steering easily through the smooth air, Andy 
gave the two men a brief account of Brewster’s 
part in his recent troubles and how he sus- 
pected the man of wishing to stop the flight, 
even if it meant the deaths of the entire plane 
crew. 

*‘T don’t see what he could do to us now that 
we’re in the air,’’ said Joe. 

‘‘Well, if he’s talking with a couple of tramp 
fliers, he may be carrying the war right up to 
us. We’ll keep our eyes open, you bet!’ said 
the mechanic. 

It was amazing, thought Andy, as the ship 
slowly approached the southern coast line of 
Massachusetts, how sleepy the constant roar of 
the engines made one feel. The steady dron- 
ing beat almost lulled him to sleep and he had 
to shake himself now and then to keep awake. 

Just as they passed over a series of tiny is- 
lands near the coast line, Joe slipped back into 
his seat. 

“All right, Andy, I’ll take her. You go back 
and have your lunch.’’ 


62 FIFTEEN DAYS IN THE AIR 


It had been a long time since their break- 
fast before dawn and Andy was glad enough 
to have a chance to stretch his cramped limbs. 
On a little table which let down from the wall, 
Sam had laid out a meal of hot baked beans, 
bread and butter, and steaming coffee. The 
hungry boy fell to with a ravenous appetite. 

‘‘When it gets bumpy, we’ll have to eat out 
of our laps,’’ he laughed. 

‘Are you through with your lunch, kid?’? 
came Joe’s voice through the phones. ‘‘If you 
are, let down one of those bunks and see if you 
can take anap. You and I will take four hours 
on and four hours off at the controls until we 
can teach Sam to handle the ship in calm 
weather. Then we can spread our watches out 
a little. Turn in now, I’ll call you when it’s 
time for your shift.”’ 

Andy pulled out the lower berth, removed 
his fur coveralls and shoes, and turned in. For 
a few minutes he lay there, marvelling at the 
strangeness of his surroundings and at his own 
good fortune at being aboard this great cruiser 
of the air. Then he fell asleep. 


CHAPTER VIII 
STRANGE MESSAGES 


Ir was four o’clock when Sam shook Andy’s 
shoulder. The electric heaters had so warmed 
the cabins that Andy did not put on the fur 
coveralls he had shed before turning in. He 
slipped on the helmet with the ear-phones, and 
went forward into the control room. Slipping 
down beside Joe, he found him with one hand 
on the wheel, tracing with the other a pencilled 
line on a chart, which was fastened to a sliding 
shelf before him. 

Andy glanced down at the ground, then he 
gasped. Though they were flying in brilliant 
sunshine, they seemed to be just skimming over 
the top of.a white ocean. Fleece covered bil- 
lows seemed to be lapping at the wheels, and 
this woolly ocean extended as far as he could 
see. Just below them, he saw the shadow 


of their giant plane skimming along at an in- 
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credible speed. He glanced at the pilot in 
amazement. 

‘‘Fog!’? said Joe, as he slung the map over 
toward Andy and shook the wheel for him to 
take control. 

‘“‘Now, listen,’? he explained carefully. 
‘*We’re to the north of Boston, heading to- 
ward Portland. I checked my course by a 
radio bearing a few minutes ago, and here’s 
our position.’? His pencil touched the end of 
the line on the map. 

‘‘Keep on this compass course until exactly 
six o’clock when you’ll be here.’’ The pencil 
touched a spot on the northern seacoast of 
Maine. ‘‘Then turn around and head back to- 
ward Boston. Get Sam to take your radio 
bearings when you think you are over the city. 
For the rest of the night, while we are waiting 
to make contact with the ‘Superior’ over the 
Boston airport, we’ll cruise around a great 
triangle, Boston, Worcester, Providence, and 
back to Boston. See?’’ 

Andy nodded and Joe left him in charge. 
The new pilot checked his compass bearing 
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carefully and settled back in his seat, feeling 
very important, to steer his four hour watch. 

Suddenly he jumped. He felt a sharp prick- 
ing at his ankle. He leaned over to investi- 
gate, and his hand struck a warm, fuzzy, little 
ball of fur. He grabbed a handful and pulled 
it into his lap. 

““Scotty!”’ 

Scotty it was, big as life, wiggling all over 
and trying to lick his master’s face. Around 
his small tummy was his little safety belt, all 
ready to be snapped on to the seat beside the 
pilot. Once there, he sat up importantly, ex- 
amining everything, and feeling that he was 
helping enormously by his very presence. 
Andy could hardly keep his hands away from 
the pup. 

‘‘Well, glad to see him?’’ said a laughing 
voice in his ears. 

‘‘My gosh, yes! How on earth did he get 
here?’’ demanded the astonished boy. 

‘“‘Why, a little guy with big specs came up 
this morning before we started and showed 
me the dog. Said you could fly much better 
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with him along as mascot. The pup looked so 
cute with his safety belt on, that I took him 
and hid him till we got off.’’ 

What a thoughtful friend Sonny was! Andy 
resolved that the youngster would go with him 
on the next great adventure that he undertook. 
He was too good a friend to be parted from, 
even though he was but thirteen. 

‘“‘Sam, please send this message to Sonny. 
Here’s his radio call number—”’ he handed a 
slip of paper to the mechanic—‘‘Tell him that 
he’s a prince, and that he’ll go with me on an- 
other big hop someday.’’ 

It was getting very late in the afternoon. 
The vast carpet of fog still hid the darkening 
earth as the sun disappeared into the western 
haze. At five o’clock Sam brought a mug of 
steaming coffee and a thick roast beef sand- 
wich, which Andy set on the chart shelf and 
munched while he steered with one hand. 

At six o’clock, it was pitch dark outside. 
For all that Andy could see, some one might 
have covered all the windows with thick, black 
paint. The little room was in inky darkness 
except for the instruments before him. These 
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had all been marked with radium paint, and 
they shone with a ghostly glow. Andy’s eyes 
flitted from one gauge to another as he flew his 
ship under their guidance. In the darkness 
outside, he could not see the horizon, and his 
senses did not warn him of a tilting of the 
wings until long after the little spirit level had 
showed him that the ship was not flying at an 
even keel. Without that array in front of him, 
he would not have been able to keep the plane 
in the air. 

It was the first time that he had ever tried 
blind flying, but after a short while, the 
strangeness wore off. The steering became as. 
mechanical as in broad daylight. 

Now and then he would see a flash of light 
out of the corner of his eye, and looking back 
he could see the dark form of the mechanic, 
flashlight in hand, swinging along the wings 
from one motor to another. 

At eight o’clock, Joe relieved him and Andy 
passed into the lighted after cabin to rest 
again, with Scotty cuddled close to him under 
the heavy blankets. 

Andy was amazed at the ease with which they 
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accustomed themselves to the routine of han- 
dling the ship. He and Joe exchanged places 
exactly as the hand of the clock pointed to the 
proper hour. Sam slept in snatches, busy with 
a thousand details when awake. He sent off 
regular reports to the officials of the Apex 
company, personal messages to friends of the 
other two and took occasional opportunity to 
check their bearings with radio stations. Be- 
tween these duties as an operator, he fussed 
with his beloved motors. Sometimes he would 
suggest to the pilot that they stop one motor 
and start another, so that all three motors 
might have an equal amount of use. 

Andy turned the controls over to Joe for the 
last time that night, expecting to be awakened 
at four a.m. to help with the refuelling. But 
when Sam finally shook him out of a sound 
sleep, the cabin lights had been turned off, and 
the room was flooded with sunshine. He 
peered out of a porthole. The fog had cleared 
away and they were flying high over a range 
of heavily wooded mountains. 

As he passed the radio table where the 
mechanic sat, he was amazed to see a Boston 
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morning paper. Plugging his telephone into 
the nearest jack, he asked, 

‘‘Where in the world did this paper come 
from, Sam?’? 

‘“Why, from Boston, Dumb Dora. Where did 
you think? Chicago? When the ‘Superior’ 
was passing down oil, gas, vittles, newspapers, 
and whatnot, you and the pup were snoring fit 
to drown out the engines. I was figuring on 
waking you up before long just so I could listen 
to the motors to see if they were running all 
right!’ 

Cutting in on the mechanic’s bantering voice 
came an impatient summons from Joe. 

‘“‘Step on it, kid! You’re two minutes late, 
and I want to hit the hay.’’ 

Andy dashed for the control cabin and 
slipped into his seat. Joe, looking a little tired 
from his long shifts at the wheel, swung the 
chart over for him to examine. 

‘‘Here we are, Andy, over the Berkshires, in 
western Massachusetts and headed straight for 
Chicago. If you hold this course, and the wind 
doesn’t change, we’ll hit the big town smack on 
the nose late this afternoon. Watch for the 
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Great Lakes, and when you reach them just 
skirt the southern edge.’’ 

‘“‘For the love of Mike!’’ exclaimed Andy. 
‘“‘How does it happen we’re heading for the 
middle west? I thought we were going to hang 
around New York and New England for a 
spell.’’ 

‘‘Storm warning,’’ explained Joe. ‘‘The 
storm the professor talked about the other 
night has swung north from Cape Hatteras and 
is expected to sweep up the Atlantic Coast. So 
they radioed us to put mileage between our- 
selves and the ocean.’’ 

‘‘Great stuff,’? said Andy, now in charge of 
the ship. His spirits were high and he was 
enjoying every minute of the trip, although he 
realized that only the first day had passed, 
with many, many more to come. However, if 
they were going to get the newspapers every 
day and have all the other comforts of life, 
what excuse would he have for getting bored? 

“‘Say, Andy, take it easy, now,’’ came Sam’s 
voice. ‘‘I’m going to tinker with the engines 
for a bit.’’ 


So saying, the daring mechanic donned his 
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fur suit and heavy fur mittens. He picked up 
a large, open-mouthed bag, bulging with tools, 
and slung it by a strap around his neck, so that 
the open mouth was directly in front of his 
waist. Then he climbed through the cabin roof 
into the biting cold wind on the wing. 

To the silent center engine he went first. 
Kach of the eight rocker arms he oiled with a 
long-necked can. Then, one by one, he removed 
the spark plugs for cleaning, replacing them 
with new ones. With assorted sizes of end 
wrenches, he tested every bolt, to see that none 
of them had worked loose from the constant 
vibration. He fussed with the motor and 
petted it like a spoiled child until his critical 
eye was at last satisfied. 

Then he signalled Andy to start that engine 
and turn off another. Upon each in turn he 
bestowed his loving care and returned to the 
warm cabin with a contented expression on his 
freckled face. 

The day wore on uneventfully. The pilots 
changed watch with monotonous regularity. 
Upper New York State, white with snow, sped 
under their wings. One great city after an- 


72 FIFTEEN DAYS IN THE AIR 


other passed—Albany, Syracuse, Buffalo, 
Cleveland, and Toledo. At each of these they 
broke their straightaway course, and circled 
around and around. This enabled the crowds 
in the streets to see the name ‘‘Apex’’ painted 

in huge white letters on its bright crimson 
sides. 

They had time to spare, since no fuelling was 
scheduled until morning. 

At last, on the southernmost tip of Lake 
Michigan, they saw a long, gray, pall of smoke. 
Andy thought at first that a storm was coming 
up, but Sam, who was resting for the moment 
in the alternate pilot’s seat, said, 

‘“‘There, old boy, is the Windy City! It’s 
the easiest town in the United States to spot in 
the daytime from the air, for with the lake on 
one side, the prairies on the other, and the 
smoke hanging over everything, you can’t 
miss it.”’ 

Across the great air mail landing field they 
sped, heading for Michigan Boulevard and the 
Loop. With the slanting rays of the sun shin- 
ing down on the graceful white skyscrapers on 
the lakefront, the elevated trains crawling 
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along the tracks to make a wide loop through 
the heart of the business section, and a thick 
blanket of snow hiding the grime and the drab- 
ness of everything, the city looked almost 
beautiful. 

Flying along at 1,500 feet above Grant Park, 
the aviators were surprised to see immense 
crowds jamming the streets and gazing up at 
them. 

“<The newspapers must be giving us some 
great advertising,’’ commented Joe, with a 
grin, as he gazed down upon the curious 
throngs. ‘‘Wait ’till we’ve been up a week or 
so. Then they will get really excited!’ 

At that moment Sam’s voice broke in from 
the rear cabin. ‘‘Listen boys, here’s a real 
message! It goes, ‘The people of Chicago 
greet the ‘‘ Apex’’ and its daring crew. In be- 
half of thousands of citizens, the mayor re- 
spectfully urges the crew of the ‘‘Apex’’ to 
defer refuelling until an hour when more of 
the people may watch this remarkable feat. 
May your flight last for six months’!’’ 

‘“‘Send them this message in reply,’’ an- 
swered Joe. ‘‘The crew of the ‘Apex’ thank 
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the mayor and the people of Chicago for their 
kind wishes. The refueling plane, ‘Superior’, 
is now flying to Chicago from Boston. Please 
tell its crew when it lands at Mayport Field, to 
make contact with us at 9 a.m. instead of 6:30. 
Many thanks.”’ 

The night wore on without incident. The 
moon shone with a brilliance that was reflected 
in the placid waters of the lake. The air was 
blowing off the water, and the ship was as 
steady as a steam roller. 

During Andy’s early watch at the controls, 
Sam read him an unusual message from Sonny. 

‘‘Morning papers say that fueling ship was 
to proceed directly to Chicago from Boston. 
About eight o’clock this evening saw same type 
of ship, painted with name ‘Superior’, flying 
west over Hillside. Is everything all right?’’ 

Andy puzzled over this for several minutes 
before asking Sam to radio the Apex company 
to ask what news they had of the refueling 
ship. Their answer was prompt. 

‘*Plane ‘Superior’ landed at Chicago 7 p.m.”’ 

They shook Joe out of bed to put on the ear- 
phones and listen to these contrary messages. 
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He was just as puzzled as were the others. 
At last he said with a yawn, ‘‘Well, it’s too 
much for me to figure out when I’m sleepy. 
This Sonny bird must have been seeing 
things!’ and he rolled back into his blankets. 


CHAPTER IX 


DANGER 


Just at dawn Andy was sleepily finishing up 
his watch at the wheel when he saw an airplane 
circling over the mail field. As he headed to- 
ward it, he saw with amazement that it was 
the refueling plane. Sam hurriedly slipped on 
his furs and crawled into the open cockpit. 

‘““That’s certainly funny!’’ thought Sam as 
he shivered in the cold wind from the lake. 
‘““They must have turned down the mayor’s 
request and told him they would keep to the 
schedule. Strange they didn’t tell us, though.’’ 

It was Andy’s first experience with the re- 
fueling process, but his nerves and muscles 
were steady as he held the ‘‘ Apex”’ straight on 
her course. The other ship pulled up fast until 
it was in the proper position just above them. 
Then, instead of dropping a rope first, it let 


down the hose itself. The pilot, watching the 
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proceedings carefully, saw Sam start to insert 
the filler pipe, then suddenly stop and look at 
it more carefully. Then, holding it over the 
side, he squeezed the lever and let a little of 
the liquid drop on his glove. This he quickly 
tasted with his tongue. Like a flash he threw 
the hose from him, yelling through the tele- 
phone: 

““Dive away, Andy! Give ’er the gun!’’ 

Instantly the pilot’s right hand swept the 
throttle full on, while his left pushed at the 
wheel. At the same time he kicked the rudder 
hard over. The great ship, with a shriek of 
wind through wires and struts, dove into a 
screaming spiral, getting out from under the 
other plane. 

Without another word, Sam dashed to his 
radio and was already hammering at the key 
when Joe, bleary-eyed, staggered into the con- 
trol cabin to see what all the excitement was. 

Andy straightened out of his dive and looked 
about for the ‘‘Superior’’. It was almost out 
of sight, flying east as fast as its motor could 
drive it. 

‘‘Now,’’ said Joe, sarcastically, ‘‘1’ll hold 
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the wheel so you can be free to tell me what all 
this circus stuff is about! Are you trying to 
give Chicago a free show?”’ 

“‘Don’t ask me what it’s about,’’ answered 
Andy, angrily. ‘‘Sam suddenly threw a fit and 
told me to break away from the ‘Superior’ as 
fast as I could. Then he went completely nutty 
and started to tell the whole world about it 
over the radio!”’ 

At last the mechanic came into the control 
room. Plugging into a spare jack on the in- 
strument board, he said, 

‘‘Listen, fellows, that was no more the 
‘Superior’ than it was the ‘Spirit of St. Louis’. 
There was something funny about the way he 
handled that plane, I thought. First, he passed 
down the hose instead of the hand line. On 
top of that mistake, I saw that the nozzle was 
of copper instead of brass, as it was before. I 
suddenly remembered the message we got last 
night from this Sonny guy. 

“So I let a little of the juice run out, and 
tasted it. It was just plain water! So, not 
knowing but that they’d try to swing the hose 
back to break one or two of our propellers, I 
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told Andy to beat it, which he did, and in good 
time, too! 

‘‘I’ve just radioed to the government in- 
spector at Maywood Field and told him what 
happened. The Department of Commerce is 
pretty snappy and I shouldn’t wonder if they’d 
be able to trace that guy down. I also radioed 
to the home office so that they could find the 
people who are back of all this.”’ 

‘‘Wellows,’’ said Joe, ‘‘I’m sorry I bawled 
you out. You did every bit as well as I could 
have done if I had been on watch.’’ 

‘‘Listen, Sam,’’ urged Andy, ‘‘if it hadn’t 
been for that little fellow, Sonny, we’d be 
making a forced landing right now, with water 
in the gas lines. Send him a message, will you? 
Tell him that he may have an ivory dome, but 
that something inside it saved our flight this 
morning!’ 

Joe, now thoroughly awake, went back into 
the rear cabin to get his breakfast. The long 
telephone cord enabled him to move around as 
he talked to them. 

‘“‘There’s one thing that’s certain now. The 
birds who are trying to queer this flight are 
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going to bring the battle right up in the air to 
us. We’ll have to be on the lookout every 
minute from now on. 

“Tt wouldn’t be so hard,’’ he continued, as 
he put the coffee pot on the electric stove, ‘‘for 
them to do a lot of things to make trouble for 
us. For instance, they will have lots of chances 
to damage the ‘Superior’ so that it couldn’t 
make contact with us. We’d better warn them 
to watch carefully. See to that right away, will 
you, Sam?”’ 

When it came time to meet the ‘‘Superior’’ 
the edges of Maywood Field were black with 
motor cars. Thousands upon thousands of 
them were parked on the streets leading to the 
airport. The ‘‘Apex’’ was already within ten 
hours of the world’s nonstop record and the 
flight was beginning to arouse interest. 

Andy figured their gas capacity hastily in his 
mind. The tanks held enough fuel to fly about 
sixty hours and they had filled up last in Bos- 
ton, twenty-six hours ago. They had enough 
fuel left, at this moment, to break the existing 
record by about thirty-four hours, if their 
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motors held up! And not one of them had 
missed a single explosion thus far. 

Andy put on his furs and joined Sam in the 
cockpit. As the ‘‘Superior’’ came into position 
and Sam pulled on the hand rope, the first 
thing that came down was an enormous basket 
wrapped in oilcloth. Then followed the hose 
line which delivered oil and gasoline. At last, 
its job well done, the fuel ship flew away. 

The two men carried the basket through the 
passageway and opened it in the after cabin. 
Under the oilcloth were several copies of the 
morning and evening newspapers. Across the 
front page of each, in huge black letters, were 
seven-column headlines describing the dramatic 
flight that was taking place over the city. 

The flyers then uncovered their food rations. 
Green vegetables and fresh meats for the day, 
canned food for emergency use, in case the 
‘‘Superior’’ should for some reason be delayed 
in reaching them, and at the bottom were bars 
of chocolate and bottles of jams and jellies 
from well-wishers on the ground. 

‘“‘Gosh!’’ exclaimed the grinning mechanic. 
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‘“‘Pinch me, will you? I’ve heard of all the 
comforts of home in an airplane, but that was 
always about some airplane that would be built 
a hundred or so years from now. Why, we 
have everything in the world we need, or want, 
except exercise. You birds might try walking 
the wings for your setting-up exercises. I’ve 
had plenty. My shins are sore now from but- 
ting them against the struts!’’ 

Scotty, who had kept watch with Andy on 
every trick at the wheel until daybreak, woke 
up with a yawn. He fell out of bed and stag- 
gered along the gently rocking floor until he 
reached Andy. With his eyes glued to the heap 
of food on the shelf, he patted his silly-looking 
tail on the floor and tried his best to smile. 

‘Well, Foolish,’’? said Andy. ‘‘I guess we 
can spare you a little of our fresh bread and 
milk,’’ 

Scotty, his hunger appeased, began to ex-: 
plore the cabins. After looking into the pilot’s 
compartment to assure himself that the skipper 
was safe, he sniffed at all the lovely strange 
smells of this unstable home. This exertion 
tired him all out, so he made several efforts to 
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scramble into the bunk, falling on his tiny nose 
at each attempt. Roaring with laughter, Sam 
scooped him up in one hand and tossed him 
onto the pillow, where he promptly curled into 
a ball and fell asleep. 

““Say,’’ complained Andy, ‘‘I’m getting tired 
of this view. I’ve just looked down at the 
campus of Northwestern University for the 
’steenth time. It’s getting so I know the 
Evanston cop by name. I’m acquainted with 
every cow in the stockyards, and I’ve watched 
the postman in Cicero deliver his whole bag of 
mail. When do we move from here, and 
where?”’ 

‘Pipe down!’’ admonished Sam, going over 
to the radio set. ‘‘We’ll get our orders from 
Mineola.’’ He switched his plug into the radio 
jack and withdrew from the conversation. 

‘‘Here we are!’’ he exclaimed at last. ‘‘Meet 
‘Superior’ over St. Louis Municipal Airport, 
Missouri, tomorrow.”’ 

Joe now laid out their new course and swung 
the ship to the southwest. 

“‘Now, kid,’’? he explained to Andy, ‘‘we’re 
flying over the air mail route that Lindbergh 
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made famous. Of course, we won’t make it as 
fast as he did, for time is no object to us. We'll 
have to kill the whole night before we meet the 
fuel ship.’’ 

Late that afternoon, after an uneventful day 
of cruising aimlessly over hundreds of miles 
of prairie land, they sighted the Mississippi 
River flowing in sweeping bends toward the 
Gulf. They followed it south, cutting straight 
across the curves, and soon passed over the spot 
where the Missouri River joins the Mississippi. 
Now St. Louis, on its many hills, was in sight. 
After zooming over the tall buildings along 
Olive and Locust Streets, they headed out into 
St. Louis County, to locate and examine the 
scene of tomorrow’s refuelling. 

Over gently rolling hills they passed, watch- 
ing the foothills of the Ozark Mountains grow 
higher, At last they reached the airport, and 
rejoiced to see the ‘‘Superior’’ being wheeled 
into one of the hangars. A dozen large and 
small airplanes took off as the ‘‘ Apex’? circled 
overhead. They gained altitude rapidly, and 
were soon flying abreast of the endurance ship. 
Then they began to cut capers. Some of them 
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looped and spun, while other zoomed and dove 
under the great visiting ship to show their 
cordial welcome. 

At last they formed themselves into a flying 
wedge and flew toward the ‘‘Apex’’. As they 
reached her, the leader looped out of the way 
and fell into place at the end of the line, leaving 
the position at the point of the vee to the 
visitor. It was a beautiful gesture of courtesy, 
and Andy, to show his appreciation, turned 
east and led the great flying wedge back over 
the city. 

As they swung about over the Hads Bridge 
to turn back, Andy saw another plane appear 
from the east and join the group, flying at the 
extreme end of the two-sided formation. He 
decided it was a flier returning to St. Louis 
after a day’s hop. 

When they reached the airport once more, 
Andy held his course while the other ships 
wheeled and turned, gliding down to the ground 
in quick succession. 

Suddenly two voices together shrieked into 
his ear, 

‘“Look out, Andy !’’ 


CHAPTER X 


THE WEATHER BUREAU’S WABNING 


Awnpy shot a glance to the rear, just in time 
to see a plane, apparently falling out of con- 
trol, diving straight for the tail of the ‘‘Apex’’! 
In the twinkling of an eye, he had pulled hard 
back on his wheel. As the bow lifted, the tail 
dropped out of the way of the hurtling stran- 
ger, who missed it with only inches to spare. 

Andy’s hand shot both engines full on, for 
the ship had nearly stalled under the sudden 
zoom. As the motors roared their full-throated 
response, he nosed down again to regain his 
flying speed. The plane recovered stability, 
the controls again felt sure and responsive to 
his touch. The peril was over! 

The strange ship which had so nearly cut off 
the tail of the ‘‘ Apex,’’ straightened out of her 
dive, banked hard over, and made off at full 


speed. Andy was soaking wet with perspira- 
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tion. His hands trembled from the reaction. 
Never, since he had started to fly, had he missed 
death by so close a margin! 

Joe seated himself next to the shaking pilot, 
plugged in his telephone, and said, quietly: 

“‘T’ll take her now, old-timer, while you rest. 
The best pilot in the world couldn’t have pulled 
us out any better than that. Great stuff!’’ 

‘<Joe,’’ exclaimed Andy, ‘‘was that an acci- 
dent, or did that ship really try to ram us?”’ 

‘““That was as deliberate attempt at murder 
as anything could possibly be,’’ interrupted 
Sam. ‘‘I was watching the whole thing. It 
was the same ship that tried to feed us water 
this morning, with the name painted out with 
quick-drying lacquer. I saw it keep its place in 
line until the others all started to land. Then 
it jockeyed around until it was right over us 
before it started to dive as if it was in trouble. 
They figured they could cut off our rudder or 
our flippers with their undercarriage and make 
it look like an accident. The scum!”’ 

‘‘Well, send a report of it to the Apex Com- 
pany,’’ snapped Joe. ‘‘And tell them to try 
to have this foolishness stopped. If we’ve got 
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to have hairbreadth escapes like this every day 
for the next three weeks, it’s going to get on 
my nerves!’ 

‘“‘Sam,’’ called Andy, as he stooped to un- 
tangle Scotty from under a seat where he had 
been thrown by the motion of the ship, ‘‘please 
send another message to Sonny and tell him 
all about it. If these things are started by 
Brewster, we’ve got to keep the kid in touch 
so that he may be able to catch them at it.’’ 

That evening, Sam was kept busy with his 
radio. First came scores of messages congrat- 
ulating the crew for already having broken the 
world’s record for sustained flying. Then came 
a message from the City of St. Louis apologiz- 
ing for the carelessness of some plane, name 
unknown, above their field. Came also mes- 
sages from the Apex Company and from 
Sonny, assuring the crew they were doing all 
they could to find out who was trying to wreck 
the ‘‘Apex.”’ 

The next morning, the refuelling was carried 
out without mishap. The newspapers were 
almost entirely devoted to accounts of the 
‘‘Apex’’ and its wonderful exploit. Still not 
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a word had crept into the papers about the 
series of near-accidents brought about by the 
enemy. The incident of the previous night was 
said to have been unavoidable. 

‘‘Wait till you see the excitement when they 
learn that someone is trying to crash us!’ 
commented Sam, as he swung out on the wings 
to commence his daily task of changing spark 
plugs and tightening bolts and nuts. 

The morning’s orders over the radio were 
to proceed to Memphis, Tennessee, so Andy 
turned the ‘‘Apex’’ about for the long trip 
down the Mississippi. The distance, even with 
their motors cut down, was quickly covered. 
The beautiful city on the eastern bluffs of the 
broad river welcomed them upon their arrival 
in the evening, and, after an uneventful night, 
and a prompt, easy refuelling operation, 
wished them God-speed upon their departure. 

They were now bound for New Orleans, still 
further south, and had already been more than 
a hundred hours in the air. Not yet had there 
been a single stroke missed by any one of the 
three faithful motors. Sam’s unremitting care 
had kept them running as sweetly as though 
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they were completing an hour’s run on the 
test block at the factory. 

The mechanic had been given turns at the 
dual control and had taken to it as though he 
had flown all his life. Since they all knew that 
keeping a plane in the air is almost as simple 
as driving a motor car—the only real difficulty 
being the taking off and the landing—they al- 
lowed Sam brief shifts at the wheel alone. 

It was warmer, now. The snow had disap- 
peared an hour south of St. Louis and every 
additional hour’s flying seemed to make a dif- 
ference in the temperature. The earth became 
green beneath them. Huge trees, with thick 
green foliage, overhung the water and clumps 
of negro cabins began to appear on the great 
cotton plantations. It was the real south, now, 
and Andy was fascinated, for he had never 
been south of Washington before. 

‘‘Here’s a queer weather report,’’ announced 
Sam from his seat at the radio table. ‘‘Here’s 
what it says: ‘Professor Raymond says to 
watch for severe local storms. Suggests that 
it would be advisable to turn back north, but 
‘‘Superior’’ already on way to New Orleans. 
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Go ahead if you think best, but watch weather 
conditions with great care. Signed, ‘‘Apex’’.’ 
Now why should they make such a fuss about 
severe local storms?”’ 

“*T’ll tell you what they mean,’’ offered Joe, 
who had been reading the Memphis newspapers 
in the cabin. ‘‘They mean to watch out for 
tornadoes!?’’ 

‘‘Well, why don’t they ‘say so, then?’’ de- 
manded Andy. 

‘‘The Weather Bureau never definitely pre- 
dicts tornadoes. They can’t possibly tell just 
when or where they will occur. The best they 
zan do is to tell when conditions are ripe for 
them. Usually they don’t happen, even then, 
so there’s no use getting the people of several 
states all panicky about them.’’ 

‘What are we to do about it?’’ asked Andy. 

‘‘Nothing. Just keep our eyes open for any 
heavy cloud formations. Sam, you look around 
and see that everything movable will stay put 
if we bounce about. Acknowledge the mes- 
sage from Mineola and tell them we’re continu- 
ing southward unless we receive orders to turn 
back. 
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“‘Now, kid,’’ he addressed Andy, ‘‘it’s your 
trick at the wheel, so I’m going to try to sleep 
out my bunk fatigue. I want you to call me 
immediately if you see anything the least bit 
unusual about the weather.’’ So saying, he 
turned in and was asleep in a moment. 

Through the early part of the afternoon, the 
great ship droned on, flying over the river and 
leaving it from time to time to cut through 
some of its meanderings. 

Andy’s eyes searched the horizon constantly, 
noting each cloud bank as it appeared and pur- 
sued its slow course across the blue sky. For 
some time his attention had become fixed upon 
several dark clouds, far over in the southwest, 
which seemed to be moving together, forming 
one great bank, larger and darker than the rest. 

The pilot watched it, hoping to see the blue 
sky reappear beneath it, but the cloud mass 
continued to grow. The lower side became a 
dull gray, turning to a greenish black toward 
the center. 

“‘Come here, Sam,’’ he called at last. ‘‘Take 
a look at these clouds and tell me if you think 
we should call Joe.’’ 
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The mechanic hurried to Andy’s side and 
studied the darkening formation. At last he 
said: 

‘“Well, I’ve never lived in these parts, but 
those clouds look pretty dirty to me. Guess 
we’d better obey the skipper’s orders and call 
him out.”’ 


CHAPTER XI 
THE TORNADO 


Joe turned out at once. He surveyed the 
horizon briefly, then quietly issued his orders. 

‘‘Fellows,’’ he announced, ‘‘somewhere in 
that cloud bank is a tornado. It’s probably 
only a half-mile or a mile wide at the worst 
part and I think we can dodge it, but we may 
get a bad shaking up. 

‘“‘Sam, you pass out the parachutes and 
then hustle up there on the wing and give 
things a look-see. Secure everything for rough 
weather.’’ 

When each of the fliers had struggled into 
his parachute harness, Joe put Scotty on the 
lower berth and snapped the pup’s safety belt 
to a hook on the wall. 

‘‘There, now, you mascot,’’ he smiled, ‘‘stay 
there and don’t get seasick. You can’t fall 
out, anyway !”’ 

94. 
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He returned to the control room and sat 
down beside Andy. 

“I’m afraid you will have to stand watch 
with me during your time off,’? he explained 
to the youngster. ‘‘If we strike really rough 
weather, it will probably take both of us to 
handle the controls. You rest now, but jump 
on with both hands and both feet if I give you 
the word!’’ 

Andy admitted to himself, way down deep 
in his heart, that he was just a wee bit worried. 
The clouds seemed now to be filling the whole 
sky in a fan-like formation. They were spread- 
ing out with a speed that amazed him. Now 
they had obscured the sun and the whole earth 
beneath was becoming dark. Way over to the 
east, the ground was still bathed in the warm 
sun, but as he glanced at it that, too, was blot- 
ted out in the scurrying shadow. 

The sky to their right had taken on a green- 
ish tinge and he noticed, for the first time, 
vivid, jagged streaks of lightning that flick- 
ered from one cloud to another. 

He cast a sidelong glance at Joe. The pilot’s 
eyes flitted from the darkest spot in the on- 
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coming clouds to the compass in front of him. 
He seemed to be calculating the speed of the 
plane against that of the rushing storm. 

‘‘Run back there, quick!’’ he suddenly 
snapped, ‘‘and get Sam off the wing.’’ 

Andy squirmed out of his seat hastily. The 
‘‘Apex’’ was now feeling the bumpy air and 
it was difficult to stand upright. Bracing him- 
self with both hands against the walls, the 
youngster staggered into the rear cabin and 
clambered up the ladder to the open hatchway. 
As he stuck his head up into the air, he thought, 
for a moment, that the force of the wind would 
break his neck. It was shrieking through the 
struts and wires in such a high-pitched note 
that it hurt his eardrums. There was dust in 
that wind, the sharp little particles stung his 
face like a thousand mosquito bites. 

But there was Sam, as calm as though a tor- 
nado was an everyday affair. His safety belt 
was snapped to the rod and he was busily ad- 
justing something on one of the engines. He 
paid no attention at all to the ominous clouds 
that were now almost upon the plunging plane. 
He was serenely intent upon his work and not 
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until he had finished it to his complete satis- 
faction did he appear to notice the wildly ges- 
turing youth in the hatchway. Then he swung 
along the struts and followed Andy down into 
the calm air of the cabin. 

Suddenly the ‘‘ Apex’’ zoomed almost straight 
up and at the same time the cabin was plunged 
into the blackness of midnight. Sam switched 
on the lights, seated himself calmly at the radio 
and snapped his belt into a safety ring. Then 
he began fussing with the dials, all the while 
looking at Andy with a carefree, impudent 
smile on his plump, freckled face. 

The ‘‘Apex’’ lurched so suddenly that it 
nearly threw Andy to the swaying floor. He 
turned abruptly and dashed into the darkness 
of the control room. The moment he plugged 
into the telephone line, Joe said: 

“‘You’d better take a hand here. It’ll be 
rough in a few minutes.’? The youngster 
grasped the controls, braced his feet firmly on 
the rudder pedals and helped to swing the 
heavy ship against the great surges of wind 
that came with the clouds surrounding them. 
They flew entirely by their instruments, for 
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nothing could be seen from the windows except 
swirling gray and black clouds. Joe switched 
on the third engine, and the air speed indicator 
immediately jumped up to 135 miles an hour. 

‘‘T’ve been watching those clouds ever since 
I took the wheel,’’ came Joe’s calm, even voice. 
“The tornado itself is just abreast of us, 
slightly to the right, and seems to be swinging 
northward. The best course for us is to cross 
in front of it and then try to swing around 
behind it. I did not dare to turn back, for just 
before the clouds closed in, I saw what looked 
like another tornado to the north of us. Some- 
times, in weather like this, there are three or 
four separate tornados sporting around at the 
same time. 

“Tf I’ve figured things out right,’’ he con- 
cluded, ‘‘we should miss the real tornado by 
four or five miles, but the whirling air on the 
edges of it will be plenty rough enough. 
Heave-ho!?? 

As he spoke, the right wing seemed to lift 
almost straight up in the air. Both pilots 
leaned against the wheel, swinging it hard over 
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against the tremendous bump, at the same time 
nosing down and kicking hard on the right 
rudder. The ‘‘Apex’’ swooped down towards 
the ground, but, as she dived, gradually 
worked herself out of the crazy angle. The 
fliers brought her nose up again, resumed their 
compass course and fought their way through 
the churning air, constantly striving for more 
aliitude in which they might maneuver with 
greater freedom. 

Bit by bit they struggled upwards. After 
minutes of heartbreaking battling, their altim- 
eter would show a gain of a thousand feet, 
only to lose seven or eight hundred in one dizzy 
sweep as an invisible Niagara of air dashed 
them down again. But after twenty minutes 
of desperate effort, they reached 5,500 feet. 
Both pilots were drenched with perspiration, 
but they breathed a little easier. 

Hail rattled against the glass like machine 
gun bullets. Without safety glass, they would 
have been instantly exposed to the storm out- 
side. Dust, whirled along in the wind, seeped 
in through every crack in the cabin walls and 
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grimed the pilots’ sweaty faces. They could 
feel it with their tongues as they moistened 
their dry lips. 

A dozen times a minute, great streaks of 
lightning blazed through the air, illuminating 
the cabin with an intense white brilliance. 
Andy saw Joe’s face, haggard and drawn, blue 
eyes glinting through his dirt-encrusted mask. 

The temperature of the air changed with 
each passing moment. With dashes of hail 
would come an icy cold breath into the cabin. 
At the next instant, the room would be as hot 
as though a furnace door had been opened. 

The clouds, suddenly bright as the lightning 
flashed through them, were twisting and whirl- 
ing, reaching for the struggling ‘‘Apex’’ with 
a thousand fleecy fingers. Great crashes of 
thunder echoed and reverberated in the tiny 
cabin, almost stunning the pilots with its very 
violence. Andy could no longer hear the 
steady roar of the sturdy engines, but he could 
see the flickering flames as the cylinders poured 
their spent gases into the dancing clouds, 

Suddenly, between two twisting, billowing 
clouds, Andy glimpsed a tiny spot of bright 
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blue sky. In another moment they were almost 
blinded by the sunlight. It was as though they 
had come out from a black closet into a bril- 
liantly lighted room. He shot a startled glance 
behind him, Yes, the horrible cloud mass was 
still there—he had not just dreamed it! 

He looked at Joe, who was now sitting back 
exhausted in his seat, steering the gently rock- 
ing ship almost mechanically. The tired blue 
eyes smiled back at him. 

“‘That,’’ spoke the skipper, ‘‘is just about 
as narrow an escape, young man, as you’ll ever 
have in your life, if you fly for another thou- 
sand years!’’ 

‘“Boy, that was some tornado!’’ gasped Andy. 

“Listen, son, that wasn’t the tornado. Those 
were just the clouds around it. If the tornado 
itself had hit us, we’d be scattered all over thc 
landscape, from here to Memphis! But I'll 
admit this much—the tornado came so near 
us that we could have shaved our faces with 
the edge of it!’’ 

‘“‘Hor the love of Mike!’’ shouted Andy, 
pointing down at the ground before them, 
“look at that!’ 


CHAPTER XII 
IN THE WAKE OF THE TORNADO 


Sam came tumbling into the control room and 
the three fliers looked down. As a straight 
road may stretch ahead for miles, just so, from 
their altitude of a mile, the men could see a 
wide path of desolation beneath and before 
them. 

Directly under them were the softly waving 
tree tops of a wide forest. For half a mile in 
width there was an ugly scar of fallen and splin- 
tered trees, as though an incredibly huge bat- 
tle tank had stamped ruthlessly through it. 

A mile ahead was a railroad track, slanting 
across the foreground to the horizon on their 
left. Once two polished strips of steel, it looked 
now like a pair of tangled ribbons, thrown down 
by an impatient child. The wind had torn up 
the rails as far as the eye could reach and had 


tossed them down, helter-skelter, with the ties 
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sticking to them like a picket fence. It would 
be weeks, perhaps months, before locomotive 
whistles would shrill along that countryside! 

Here was a long line of boards, beams, shin- 
gles and odds and ends of wreckage. It seemed 
to point like a finger to what had been a pros- 
perous little group of buildings. There was 
not a sign of life to be seen as the shadow of 
the ship drifted like a hurrying ghost across 
the gaping and empty foundations of the 
houses. 

There, a bit ahead of them, where a concrete 
road cut across the railroad, was a town. A 
good-sized town, almost a city. Through what 
had been the business section, not a brick or a 
timber was standing higher than a man’s head. 
Four or five blocks away were a few rows of 
roofless houses, then a few—pitifully few— 
houses that were intact. 

The people of the town were in the streets. 
They looked, to the awe-stricken fliers, like a 
lot of ants, whose hill had been trampled upon. 
Some were digging feverishly into the wreck- 
age. Most of them were walking, dazed and 
aimless, through the littered streets. They 
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were so overcome by the horror of the storm 
that they did not even look up as the ‘‘Apex”’ 
roared over their heads. 

Towns were closer, now, on their line of 
flight. Each of them had felt the heavy hand 
of the storm, not one had escaped undamaged. 

It was Joe’s solemn voice that broke the spell 
in the ‘‘Apex.’’ 

‘‘We are looking down on a terrible disaster, 
fellows! All those telegraph wires are down 
and they have no way of communicating with 
the outside world. We’ll have to report it by 
radio. Now, let’s see where we are.’’ 

While Andy steered the plane, Joe silently 
pored over the chart. At last, he announced, 
eurtly: 

‘‘Sam, broadcast to New Orleans that Le 
Centre, Fouregon and Henri parishes are in 
ruins. Tell them to hurry ambulances, food 
supplies and medicines. You had better say 
that we will abandon our non-stop flight and 
report immediately to New Orleans to carry 
supplies to the devastated district. Then, re- 
port to the Apex Company and tell them the 
flight is off.’’ 
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As the mechanic hastened to his set, Joe 
swung the ship to the southward again. For 
half an hour they flew silently, all thinking of 
the terrible things they had just witnessed. At 
length Sam’s voice came to them. 

‘Listen, fellows, to this message. ‘The 
American Red Cross acknowledges message 
with thanks. Relief measures now underway. 
Your offer of assistance appreciated. Under- 
stand your ship can carry greater load in air 
than you can take off ground with. Have fol- 
lowed details of your flight with interest. If 
you consent, will have the ship ‘‘Superior,”’ 
which has just arrived, carry up to you two or 
three loads of supplies. We are having slings 
made, attached to small parachutes. You may 
drop these at stricken points without having 
to break flight.’ ’’ 

Andy, in the midst of climbing out of his un- 
comfortable parachute harness, looked at Joe 
in amazement. They could render valuable as- 
sistance and still continue to roll up record- 
breaking, non-stop hours in the air! Joe 
smiled back at him, his dusty face alight with 
pleasure. 
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Suddenly the youngster realized that during 
the past hour the ship had done almost every- 
thing in the fliers’ category except to loop the 
loop, and he had forgotten Scotty! 

‘‘Where’s the pup, Sam?’’ he asked. The 
mechanic threw back his head and roared with 
laughter. 

‘““Come back here and see for yourself!’’ he 
chuckled. 

Andy looked at the bunk, then surveyed the 
little cabin. Glancing back at the bunk again, 
he saw a slight movement of the pillow. He 
reached under it and felt a tiny ball of warm 
fur. Even as he touched it, it gave a convul- 
sive wriggle and tried to burrow still deeper 
under the protective pillow. 

At last he got a firm grasp on the twitching 
hind legs and hauled Scotty out into the light. 
In order to prove that he wasn’t really afraid 
at all, the puppy barked at him. Then, per- 
haps remembering that he was only a very small 
dog after all, he cuddled snugly into the big 
arms and lay there, quite still and content. 

For a full hour the ‘‘Superior’’ climbed 
again and again into the mild, spring-like air 
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over New Orleans to lower into the ‘‘Apex’’ 
her cargo of foods and medical supplies. Hach 
large package was tied together by a fine rope 
mesh, on top of which was a flat, folded para- 
chute. The relief officials of the Crescent City 
had worked quickly and efficiently. 

The open cockpit and Sam’s cabin were 
nearly filled when Joe signalled that they had 
a full load and turned back toward the tornado- 
swept strip of country. Other planes were tak- 
ing off the field with supplies and were also 
heading north to do what they might to aid 
the stricken people. 

As the fliers swept along they watched long 
processions of motor cars and trucks stream- 
ing up every road leading to the devastated 
parishes. 

The sun was just setting in glorious crim- 
son and purple as the ‘‘Apex’’ flew over the 
last of the cypress marshes and reached the 
cultivated land over which the tornado had 
swirled. Far to the west, the fliers saw the 
other airplanes on their merciful errands, but 
the ‘‘Apex’’? was the first to reach Henri 


Parish. 
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While Joe kept the ship close to the ground, 
with motors cut down as much as possible, Sam 
crawled into the cockpit. As the pilot gave the 
word, he threw the packages over the side 
holding a handful of parachute until it was 
whipped out of his fingers, so that the fabric 
might not fail to open. 

The crew of the ‘‘Apex’’ would have made 
good in a bombing squadron. One after an- 
other, their packages floated gently down to 
the very spot for which they were intended, 
and were eagerly pounced upon by the people 
below. Andy carried the supplies from the rear 
cabin to the cockpit as Sam dropped them over- 
board, now and then stealing time to peek over 
the side as the foods and medicines dropped 
to their destinations. 

It was pitch dark when the exhausted crew 
heaved over the last of their cargo. They were 
through for the night, as nothing more could 
be accomplished until daylight. 


CHAPTER XIII 
ENGINE TROUBLE 


Awnpy took over the controls while Joe cooked 
dinner and Sam busied himself with reports to 
be sent out on the radio. 

‘“Here’s a good one!’’ announced the me- 
chanic. ‘‘I was just going to send out a report 
when I caught this message from your little 
pal with the goggles. Listen; ‘Entire country 
has been told by broadcasting stations of your 
stunts during and after tornado. You are the 
heroes of the world even if you don’t fly an- 
other mile. Brewster has left town on a sud- 
den trip. Hope he chokes. Love to Scotty. 
Sonny.’ ”’ 

‘‘Gee, that’s a wonderful kid!’’ exclaimed 
Joe, enthusiastically. ‘‘I wish he could have 
been along with us on this trip.’’ 

‘“You bet!’’? agreed Andy. ‘‘Some day I’m 


going to take him with me on a round the world 
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or on a South Pole flight, or somewhere else.’’ 

‘‘Atta boy!’’ shouted Sam. ‘‘I’ll bet you’ll 
make it, too, especially if you take me along 
as your mechanic!”’ 

Andy felt that he had said too much about 
future plans that he had just dreamed about, 
so he made no reply. 

During the youngster’s early morning watch 
at the controls, a message came in from New 
Orleans. Sam read it. 

‘“‘The American Red Cross and the people 
of Louisiana join in heartfelt gratitude for 
your valuable assistance. It will be unneces- 
sary for the ‘Apex’ to render further aid, since 
adequate relief measures are now being rushed 
forward. Before your magnificent flight is 
ended, we hope that you may visit us many 
times.’’ 

So when the ‘‘Superior’’ made its scheduled 
contact with the ‘‘Apex’’ that morning, only 
the regular supplies for the flight were passed 
down. 

The morning newspapers had but two news 
features on the front pages, the tornado and 
the ‘‘ Apex.’’ The startling events of the pre- 
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vious afternoon had focused the eyes of the 
entire nation upon the amazing fact that the 
ship had already remained aloft nearly 125 
hours, and still showed no signs of coming 
down. Column after column was devoted to 
descriptions and pictures of the ship and its 
crew, and Andy was more than pleased to read 
a full description of the Lane carburetor which 
had played so great a part in the original idea 
for the flight. 

Barring unexpected accidents, he thought 
happily, the endurance flight could hardly fail 
of its purpose—that of proving to the Navy 
Department the reliability of Apex motors. 

A slip of paper bearing the words ‘‘'Tomor- 
row morning, St. Petersburg, Florida,’’ was 
thrust into his hands. He cast a last look at 
the romantic, beautiful Crescent City nestling 
under its levees on the great curve of the river, 
at the busy ferry boats crisscrossing the slug- 
gish stream like water beetles, at the ocean 
freighters and tiny, white banana steamers at 
the great docks, at the teeming traffic on busy 
St. Charles Street and at the low, rambling, 
picturesque houses of the ancient French quar- 
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ter. Then he turned the ship hard east and 
set her course toward Florida. 

The sun glistened on the sapphire blue wa- 
ters of the Gulf of Mexico under their right 
wing as the ‘‘ Apex”? flew placidly over the Gulf 
Coast. Had they been racing for distance, in- 
stead of for elapsed time in the air, Andy 
would have cut straight across the Gulf and 
saved hundreds of miles, but, as before, they 
loafed along, unconcerned with time or dis- 
tance except that they make their contact on 
time in the morning. 

Not far out of New Orleans, the motor on 
the left wing began to miss and sputter. The 
efficient Sam instantly mounted the wing, lis- 
tening to the uneven beat of the engine, touch- 
ing it here and there with a screwdriver or 
pliers and looking for all the world like a doc- 
tor at a hospital bedside. In a few minutes 
he returned to the cabin, his face a study in 
disappointment and chagrin. 

““Well,’’ he announced dismally, ‘‘we’re up 
against it with that engine until we get back 
to New York. One of the rocker arms has 
snapped off. A spare rocker arm and an extra 
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engine are about the only repair parts that I 
didn’t bring along with me. Shall I radio New 
York to start us back to Mineola?’ There they 
can pass us up the part we need.’’ 

‘“No,’? decided Joe, ‘‘the ‘Superior’ has 
probably shoved off for St. Petersburg al- 
ready.’’ He stopped and pondered for several 
minutes. Then he exclaimed, ‘‘I’m certainly 
dumb! My mind must have snapped with the 
rocker arm! Here I was a naval aviator dur- 
ing the war, served a year at Pensacola and 
never remembered it! Listen, we’ll pass over 
the Pensacola Naval Air Station early this 
afternoon. Sam, you radio them and ask if 
they have a spare rocker arm or two they can 
lend us. Be sure it’s for an Apex motor. 

‘“‘T’m sure they must have some Apex 
parts,’’ he continued positively, ‘‘for I tested 
out a flock of seaplanes for the Navy a few 
months ago and some of them must have come 
down here.’’ 

Sam vanished and in twenty minutes his 
jubilant voice came into the ear-phones. 

“They say they have enough rocker arms 
to sink a battleship. They will lend us up toa 
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bushel and will deliver them at any altitude 
short of five miles!’’ 

‘“‘Whoops!’’ rejoiced Andy. 

As they winged over the sandy beach and 
the hangars and low barracks of the Naval Air 
Station, they saw a whole squadron of tiny 
seaplanes zoom off the water, followed more 
sedately by a big, three-motored flying boat. 

In an astonishingly short space of time, the 
wasp-like sea scouts were roaring around them, 
the flying sailors waving cordially at the crew 
of the ‘‘Apex.’’? Sam, in the front cockpit, be- 
came dizzy, his head turned so fast trying to 
follow the loops and spins of the navy planes 
as they cavorted about the heavier and slower 
“6 Anex.”? 

The big flying boat, its ‘‘Hurricane’’ motors 
buzzing in a high-pitched snarl, maneuvered 
carefully into position. Its crew was expert, 
for it eased forward over the steady fuselage 
of the ‘‘Apex’’ as though it had been doing the 
stunt for years. 

At the proper moment, a package was let 
down on a light line and seized by the waiting 
Sam. The Navy ship opened up its motors and 
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zoomed away. In the package were a dozen 
rocker arms wrapped in a copy of the Pensa- 
cola newspaper. The news of the more distant 
tornado had been crowded off the front page 
by the more exciting local information that the 
‘“Apex’’ would soon fly over Pensacola. The 
news account was so enthusiastic that the boys 
felt obliged to circle low over the town half a 
dozen times, so that the dense crowds in the 
streets might have a better view of the world- 
famous ship. 

Even as the ‘‘Apex’’ cruised over the town, 
Sam was hard at work on the balky motor, 
watched curiously by the pilots of a dozen sea- 
planes who cruised close by. At last the me- 
chanic returned to the pilot’s cabin, drenched 
with perspiration, and suggested that they test 
the engine, for he had completed his repairs. 
He danced a quiet hornpipe as the indicator 
on the instrument board showed a full 2,000 
revolutions as they fed it the gas. 


CHAPTER XIV 
ORDERED TO LAND 


Tue ‘‘Apex’’ flew placidly along the north- 
ern coast of the sparkling Gulf until the coast- 
line of Florida turned abruptly to the south. 
Andy turned with it, following the West Coast 
down into ever warmer latitudes. Palm trees 
began to appear, growing wild among palmet- 
tos, turpentine pines and scrub. The inter- 
ested youngster watched lean, rangy cattle 
stampede through sandy flatlands as the 
strange, roaring bird flew over their heads. 
Joe relieved the youngster at the controls just 
as the sudden tropical dusk swept over the 
land. 

After a hearty dinner of steak and French 
fried potatoes—Sam was so proud of his en- 
gine repairs that he was showing off as a cook 
—Andy crawled out into the open cockpit at 


the bow to enjoy the balmy night air. 
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Well forward of the smelly engines, the soft 
tropic odors, the strange fragrances of many 
exotic trees and flowers, floated into his nos- 
trils. The stars were close and shone with an 
unblinking white brilliance. He felt that he 
could just reach up and pluck those stars out 
of the black dome overhead. 

Now and then little clusters of electric lights 
punctured the inky blackness beneath, some- 
times on the shore line, sometimes far distant 
in the interior. The headlights of motor cars, 
racing the plane along the smooth, wide con- 
crete highways, carved little slices out of the 
night. 

The watching lad became conscious of a dim 
reflection in the sky far ahead, which grew in 
brilliance as the plane sped on. That, he de- 
cided, was probably St. Petersburg. Directly 
beneath them now, he could see a black mirror 
of water, separated from the Gulf by a long, 
narrow strip of land. The twinkling lights of 
a roof garden, atop a tall hotel, then the lattice- 
work of two masts of a radio broadcasting 
station, fled under their wings. 

Suddenly the strains of dance music flowed 
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into his ear-phones, a rhythmic, catchy tune 
that set his feet to shuffling. Sam, in his excess 
of good humor, had tuned his set in to the radio 
station just below them. Then Andy heard the 
music stop abruptly, as an announcer’s voice 
broke in. 

“This is Station WFHH,’’ came the suave 
voice, ‘‘at Clearwater, Florida, ladies and gen- 
tlemen of the radio audience. As the last dance 
number was being played, we heard the roar 
of the engines of the airplane ‘Apex’ whose re- 
markable endurance flight is being followed 
with interest by the entire world. 

‘This amazing ship, after passing through a 
series of hairbreadth escapes and adventures, 
has already remained in the air approximately 
135 hours, and reports from its intrepid crew 
would indicate that it has just started its flight. 
We will continue to give reports of the prog- 
ress of the ‘Apex’ at regular intervals. The 
next number will be-——”’ 

‘“Atta boy!’’ cut in Sam, as he twirled his 
dials. ‘‘You tell ’em! We’re getting to be the 
fair-haired lads around these parts, what?”’ 
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“*Pipe down, Sam,’’ rejoined Andy. ‘‘You’ll 
change our luck!’’ 

In ten more minutes they were flying over 
the long rows of lights that marked the streets 
of St. Petersburg. 

As they thundered along, just over the wide, 
palm-lined streets, Andy looked down upon 
thousands of benches, standing in long, parallel 
rows on the sidewalks in front of the stores. 
He stared straight into multitudes of white 
faces looking up into his own. 

A band concert in a beautiful park which 
bordered a yacht harbor broke up in disorder 
as the listening crowds dashed out on the lawns 
to see the famous plane. In a jiffy the park 
had flashed beneath their speeding wings and 
they were over the dark waters of Tampa Bay, 
leaving a brilliantly lighted recreation pier, 
swarming with motor cars, far astern on their 
left. 

Andy reluctantly left his observation post 
to relieve Joe. As the skipper went into the 
lighted radio cabin, Andy heard Sam exclaim 
in astonishment: 
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‘‘Why, Joe! You look as though you had 
just seen a whole regiment of ghosts! What’s 
the matter with you?’’ 

“‘T don’t know, Sam,’’ replied Joe, ‘‘maybe 
I ate something that didn’t agree with me. I 
do feel pretty rotten. I’m going to turn in for 
a spell and try to sleep it off.’’ 

Sam came out and sat down beside Andy. 

‘‘T’m worried about Joe,’’ he said anxiously. 
‘‘He was pale as a sheet and looked as though 
he was suffering.’’ 

“Tell you what we’ll do,’’ suggested Andy 
after a moment’s thought. ‘‘I won’t go to bed 
tonight. I’ll stay out here and you can relieve 
me at the controls while I snatch a nap now 
and then. It’s a wonderful night and the air 
is smooth. So don’t wake Joe. Perhaps he’ll 
be all right in the morning.’’ 

So all night they cruised around, passing 
over Tampa, Clearwater, Dunedin and Tarpon 
Springs as they killed time before morning. 

But when he awoke, at daybreak, Joe felt no 
better. After a brief stretch at the wheel, he 
admitted that he would have to go back to his 
bunk until the pain wore off. 
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After an uneventful refueling with the ever- 
prompt ‘‘Superior,’’ orders came to proceed 
to Miami, Andy laid a new course on his chart 
and started inland across the great peninsula 
of Florida. 

While they flew across a short stretch of 
orange, grape fruit and tangerine groves and 
then over countless miles of swamp, scrub pine 
and sand, Sam and Andy laid out a fairly easy 
schedule for themselves. Sam had become so 
proficient at the controls that the pilot did not 
hesitate to shut his eyes for naps of two hours 
at a time. While Andy piloted, Sam took re- 
ports on the radio, sent his routine messages, 
babied his engines and then turned in for a 
brief ‘‘shut-eye.”’ 

Both men took turns in a constant watch over 
Joe, who now seemed feverish and in much 
pain. Strangely enough, it was Scotty who was 
the greatest comfort to the sick man. The pup 
snoozed at the foot of his bed seeming to know 
that he musn’t scamper over the blankets, and 
Joe enjoyed the little fellow’s companionship. 

Early in the afternoon, Andy came to a seri- 
ous decision. He determined to land the 
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‘‘Apex’’ at the first large town they came to 
and to take Joe to a doctor. He examined his 
maps carefully. They were flying, now, on a 
southeasterly course, heading diagonally across 
the Everglades. Below him was a wilderness, 
a tangle of moss-covered oak, pine and cypress 
trees, standing on little islands amid a swamp 
of slimy, sluggish water. 

Here and there were vast patches of com- 
paratively dry land, covered with marsh grass. 
A desolate place, Andy thought, where a forced 
landing would probably mean a crash and days 
or weeks of wandering through the muck seek- 
ing rescue. 

Far ahead, and slightly to the left, was a 
tremendous body of water, which he took to be 
the Atlantic Ocean, until, upon measuring dis- 
tances upon the chart, he found it to be Lake 
Okeechobee. Over a number of small towns 
they flew, villages surrounded by rich farm 
lands. These clearings had been wrested from 
the jungle, which seemed to be waiting to en- 
gulf them again, if the pioneers relaxed their 
vigilance for a single moment. 

None of these tiny towns looked inviting as 
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a landing place for the ‘‘Apex’’ so the fliers 
kept on their way, worried and anxious for the 
safety of their suffering companion. 

At last Sam hit upon a plan that seemed 
practical. He went to the radio set and re- 
ported Joe’s illness to the officials of the Apex 
Company and asked for a diagnosis. A reply 
came back almost as soon as Sam had tapped 
out his signature. 

‘‘Give us full details of his symptoms,’’ de- 
manded the operator at Mineola. 

When Sam had sent back the information 
requested, there was a delay of about ten min- 
utes. At last, the buzzing dots and dashes 
sounded in his ears. 

‘“‘Get patient to Miami hospital. Sorry to 
end flight. Your work has been remarkable 
and has aroused admiration of all.’’ The or- 
ders were signed by Ronald Avery, President. 


CHAPTER XV 
JOE LEAVES THE SHIP 


‘‘Weitt, that’s that!’’? exclaimed Andy. 
‘‘Sam, you radio ahead to Miami and ask them 
to have an ambulance at the best landing field.”’ 

Sam tapped away at the key. At last he an- 
nounced, with a satisfied smile: 

‘‘T picked up the listener at the station on 
a big hotel at Miami Beach. He says to look 
for a landing place at the park on the water- 
front. Itis at the foot of the main street, Flag- 
ler Street, and in front of the big hotels. He 
says he’ll have an ambulance there waiting 
for us.”’ 

Andy opened up the two motors and started 
the third. The ‘‘Apex’’ plunged ahead at a 
terrific speed. Suddenly, a white, weak figure 
tottered into the pilot’s seat beside Andy. 

‘What have you got all the motors on for?”’ 


demanded the sick man, his eyes darting out of 
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the window and down at the instrument board. 

“‘Sorry, Joe,’’ explained Andy, ‘‘we’ve had 
to report your sickness to Mineola and Mr. 
Avery has ordered us to land you and take you 
to a hospital.’’ 

‘Well, I won’t go!’’ stated Joe, flatly. 

‘‘Listen, Joe,’’ urged Andy, ‘‘we’ve had a 
wonderful trip. We’ve smashed the non-stop 
record into a thousand pieces. We’ve stayed 
up, now, over 150 hours. Isn’t that long 
enough?”’ 

‘“Not by a jugful,’’ declared Joe, stubbornly. 
‘‘This ship is good for hundreds of hours more, 
and we’re going to keep it up until it has to 
come down!”’ 

‘“Well, we have got to come down when we 
reach Miami, unless you are strong enough to 
lick us both!’’ broke in Sam, who had been 
listening intently. 

Joe closed his eyes and sat there silent for 
several minutes. Andy saw a silver streak far 
off on the horizon—the ocean! Beneath them 
was still swampland, but cut up, now, by long, 
straight drainage canals, flowing into the sea. 
Fertile farms and groves of citrus trees set 
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in prim little rows extending as far as the eye 
could see. 

Joe lifted himself painfully from his seat 
and, with hands braced against the partitions, 
went back to his bed. In a moment, however, 
he returned, wearing his parachute pack! Be- 
fore his astonished companions could prevent 
him, he crawled through the passageway and 
appeared in the open cockpit at the bow. He 
smiled weakly back at them as he plugged in 
his telephone. 

‘“‘Now, you birds,’’ he declared, ‘‘I’m the 
boss still! Unless you promise me inside of 
three minutes that you’ll obey my orders, I’ll 
make my own private little landing right here 
and now!”’ 

Andy and Sam looked at each other non- 
plussed. Sam bent over and started to crawl 
through the passageway after Joe, but Andy 
grabbed him and pulled him back. 

‘What do you want us to do, Joe?’’ asked 
Andy. 

‘‘That depends! Where were you going to 
land?”’ 
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““Miami,’’ 

‘‘All right, then, listen! When you get to 
where you were going to go down, climb in- 
stead, to about 2,000 feet. That will give me 
plenty of room. Then I’ll go overboard and 
go to the hospital all by myself.’’ 

‘‘Nothing doing!’’ declared Andy positively. 

‘‘All right. So long!’’ Joe threw a leg over 
the side of the cockpit and prepared to slide 
over. 

“‘Wait, Joe, wait!’’ called Andy in horror. 
Below them was another impassable stretch 
of undrained swamp. ‘‘We’ll do what you 
tell us!’’ 

‘“‘You give me your word, both of you?’’ 
demanded the sick man, suspiciously. 

The others nodded vigorously. Joe crawled 
back into the control room and sank wearily 
into the seat. 

‘“‘How far are we from Miami?’’ he asked. 

‘About an hour,’’ replied Andy briefly. 

“Good. Now I’m going to turn in again 
When you get over the landing field, call me 
and I’ll hop off. Then you keep going and 
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when I get well, I’ll skin you both alive with 
my two hands if you come down short of three 
more weeks!’’ 

Andy and Sam looked at each other un- 
certainly. 

‘‘What do you say?’’ snapped Joe, ‘‘is it 
a go?’’ 

The others gave up. 

“‘Yes,’’ replied Andy at last, ‘‘it’s a go! 
We'll call you at Miami.’’ 

The sick man staggered into his bunk, where 
he took Scotty in his arms and shut his eyes. 

*‘TIsn’t this a fine mess!’’ exclaimed Sam. 
‘‘Well, I’d better get busy on the radio and 
tell Miami and Mineola what we are up 
against.’’ 

In less than an hour they were circling the 
great park that edged Biscayne Bay. Word 
had leaked out of the dramatic feat that was 
to be enacted and hundreds of policemen had 
roped off a long lane on the grass for a clear 
landing place for the sick man who was choos- 
ing this daring method of alighting from his 
plane. 


Every window in the great hotels surround- 
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ing the park held its quota of watchers and 
scores of houseboats, yachts and motorboats 
anchored on the smooth waters of the Bay 
were overcrowded with the press of spectators 
on their decks. Traffic on the through streets 
was at a standstill as the ‘‘Apex’’ flew high 
above the towering skyscrapers. 

Joe sat calmly in the open cockpit surveying 
the landing field. In one corner of the clear- 
ing was an ambulance, a vivid red cross painted 
on its top and sides. Two white-coated men 
with a stretcher on the grass between them 
were watching the slowly circling plane. 

“‘How high are we now?’’ suddenly de- 
manded Joe. 

‘““Twenty-one hundred feet.’’ 

‘‘Fair enough! Good luck!’’ Removing his 
helmet with its trailing telephone cord, he sat 
on the edge of the cockpit, then allowed him- 
self to slide off into space. 

Andy banked over the plane, so that he and 
Sam could watch. Joe was dropping like a 
plummet, falling end over end. Suddenly a 
tiny white handkerchief appeared in the air be- 
tween his hurtling body and the ship. Then, 
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a great, billowy cloud of white silk hid him 
from their sight. 

As they nosed down in a great, slow glide, 
they watched the parachute sinking gently 
down toward the open space in the park. They 
- saw the game little pilot reach up and pull on 
the ropes that were nearest the ambulance. 
The air spilled ont of that side of the ’chute 
and he slipped rapidly over in the right direc- 
tion. He landed almost in the arms of the 
waiting attendants. In a jiffy, they unstrapped 
him from his harness, loaded him into the am- 
bulance and were speeding through a lane 
which had been cleared by a squad of motor- 
cycle police. 

Andy shot his two wing motors full on as he 
straightened out for his spiral. He saw white 
plumes of steam rising from every whistle in 
the harbor. They were saluting the coura- 
geous pilot who had faced death rather than 
end the momentous flight. 

Three hours later, Sam read Andy a message 
from the friendly broadcaster on the beach 
hotel. 


‘‘Lamson resting quietly after successful op- 
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eration for appendicitis. Sends word if you 
don’t promise to carry on at least two weeks 
longer he will come aboard your ship from 
plane ‘Superior’ tomorrow morning. Entire 
city of Miami extends greetings and is sending 
you key to the city by refueling plane to- 
morrow.’’ 

Sam grinned cheerfully as he sent back his 
reply. 

“<Tell Lamson Scotty now skipper and threat- 
ens to run us off landing field if we come down 
before last motor conks.”’ 

“‘Isn’t that right, pup?’’ he laughed at the 
woolly dog. 

Scotty patted his tail on the floor, but looked 
at him suspiciously, as though he thought 
Sam’s behavior very foolish indeed. 


CHAPTER XVI 
8.0.8. 


Hours were like days, day like weeks to the 
two remaining fliers of the ‘‘Apex’’ as they 
looked down upon the Capitol at Washington 
at noon on the twelfth day in the air. 

There was no more variety to their work. 
It had become a deadly routine to be lived 
through the best they could. Since Joe had 
left the ship at Miami they had eaten and slept 
irregularly, for regular watches had become 
impossible. Each man stayed at the controls 
until his bloodshot eyes refused to remain open, 
Then he called for relief and tumbled into his 
bunk, with his ear-phones still on his head so 
that the other might not have to leave the con- 
trols to summon him. 

The center engine had broken down hope- 
lessly on the tenth day, just after they had re- 


fuelled over Savannah. Sam had struggled 
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desperately with it, but had finally given up in 
disgust. The engine was through for the rest 
of the trip. The other two were standing up 
well, due, undoubtedly, to the constant atten- 
tion they received. 

The mechanic had almost abandoned the 
radio set, except to listen in at stated intervals 
during the day and night for orders from the 
factory. With his other duties and his im- 
perative need for sleep, he could not spare the 
time to listen to the thousands of messages that 
filtered through the ether. 

Public interest in the flight had become so 
great that the air was jammed with messages 
of congratulation and good cheer directed to 
the crew. For a time, these had prevented 
their receiving their orders from Mineola, un- 
til the District Radio Supervisor had at last 
requested all stations to stay off the wave 
length assigned to the ‘‘ Apex’’ except to trans- 
mit calls vital to the ship’s operation. 

There was little on the ground now to inter- 
est the fliers. They had cruised over thousands 
of square miles. They had refuelled at Jack- 
sonville, Savannah and Raleigh since leaving 
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Joe behind. Their strained, weary eyes were 
fed up with the scenery. They flew, that 
was all, 

Scotty alone seemed to thrive as the long 
days passed. He had acquired his sea—or air 
—legs and felt perfectly at home on the un- 
steadly ship. So long as his saucer of bread 
and milk was fairly full and his bed moderately 
steady, he worried about nothing. On warm, 
sunshiny days he took to airing himself on the 
cushioned seat of the open cockpit. He took 
great care to keep himself below the edge, how- 
ever, for the first time he stuck his head up, the 
blast of wind nearly blew all his fur off. After 
that he was more careful. 

Early in the afternoon, Sam, who was feel- 
ing unusually refreshed after a nap, sat at the 
radio and twirled the dials into the broadcast- 
ing range. Suddenly he stiffened in hig seat 
and switched the telephone line into the circuit 
so that Andy might hear. 

e and we regret to say,’’ the announcer 
was speaking, ‘‘that while the ‘Apex’ is now 
completing her 270th consecutive hour in the 
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air, another and less fortunate airplane has 
met with disaster somewhere off the coast of 
Newfoundland. 

‘*The amphibian plane ‘Venture,’ bound from 
New York to Paris, was seen early this morn- 
ing passing east over Harbor Grace, New- 
foundland. Two hours later, an uncompleted 
S. O. S. call was reported by several radio sta- 
tions. Since then there has been no news. 

‘‘Destroyers are rushing to the aid of the 
‘Venture’ in the hope that her pontoons will 

enable her to remain afloat until they can locate 
her position and rescue her brave crew of three. 
Further details will be broadcast from this sta- 
tion as they are received.”’ 

Sam’s voice cut in on the line. 

‘‘Gosh, that’s tough, isn’t it? Do you sup- 
pose the destroyers can rescue them?’’ 

‘‘Maybe,’’ ventured Andy, thoughtfully, ‘‘if 

“they don’t waste too much time finding them. 
Listen, Sam,’’ he suddenly exclaimed, ‘‘here 
we are, just wandering around in the air, kill- 
ing time. Why shouldn’t we go and look for 
them?”’ 
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‘Golly, that’s a long way from home!’? said 
Sam, ‘‘but I’m for it, Andy, one hundred per- 
cent!”’ 

‘‘All right, come here and take the wheel 
while I study the charts. Head straight for 
New York—that’s right in our line of flight.’’ 

For fifteen minutes, while the ‘‘ Apex’’ roared 
over the rolling hills of Maryland, Andy bent 
over the charts, measuring distances, Finally, 
he took over the wheel, saying: 

‘“‘Now, Sam, work fast! First, tell the fac- 
tory what we are going to do. Ask them if the 
‘Superior’ has returned to Mineola. If so, 
find out if it can take on gas and fly ahead of 
us to St. Johns, Newfoundland, to refuel us 
there before we head out to sea. Hop to it and 
tap it out!’’ 

Sam worked fast. His fingers flew on the 
key. Then he impatiently awaited a reply. At 
last his voice came through to the pilot. 

‘¢They say the ‘Superior’ is laid up and can’t 
take the air until long after midnight. It is 
slower than the ‘Apex,’ so if it gets a late start, 
it won’t arrive up there in time to do us any 
good. Also, Mr. Avery warns us that with one 


Ss Oo; 137 


motor already gone blooey, it’s a bum hunch 
to go north into those storms and fogs, but 
if in spite of that, we still want to go, he is 
with us to the very last gasp.’’ 

The ‘‘Superior’’ had failed them, for the 
first time on the entire flight! Andy wrestled 
with the problem for some minutes. Then 
Sam’s voice broke in again. 

‘‘Here’s a message from your little pal. Here 
it is: ‘Have listened in on your exchange of 
messages with Apex factory. Have an idea 
that may help a heap. Will call you again 
within an hour. Sonny.’ ’’ 


CHAPTER XVII 
‘“‘apEx’’ TO THE RESCUE! 


Wuar in the world could Sonny do to help 
out in such an urgent matter, Andy won- 
dered, as he held his ship straight on her 
course. It seemed almost impossible that the 
youngster could do anything, but he did have 
brains—an unusual amount of brains for a boy 
of his age. 

Andy decided that he would wait until Sonny 
called again before he tried to work out some 
other plan of securing enough gas to enable 
the ‘‘Apex’’ to scour the ocean thoroughly for 
the missing ‘‘Ventvre.’’ If worst came to 
worst, they could probably land somewhere in 
the north, refuel and take off again, although 
the load of gas would have to be smaller and 
their cruising radius considerably cut down. 

‘‘Here we are!’’ called Sam after nearly 
forty minutes of waiting. 
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‘‘EKverything set,’’ read Sonny’s message. 
‘Collins factory has big plane doing aerial sur- 
veying over Nova Scotia forests. Telephoned 
to Dad by radio to London and got his instruc- 
tions for Collins factory to give every assist- 
ance. Brewster away on mysterious errand. 
Will radio Nova Scotia crew of Collins plane 
to equip immediately for refuelling and pro- 
ceed tonight to St. Johns, Newfoundland, to 
await your arrival. Love to Scotty. Sonny.’’ 

‘Well, can you beat that!’’ marvelled Sam 
as he turned in to relay this welcome informa- 
tion to the Apex factory. ‘‘Here the Collins 
people have been doing their best to crash us 
and now they offer to do anything they can to 
help us. It’s too deep for me. I’ll bet there’s 
a hook in it somewhere!”’ 

‘‘T don’t think so,’’ replied Andy. ‘‘I be- 
lieve that all the trouble we’ve had has been 
due to Brewster, not to the Collins people 
themselves.. I don’t think that Mr. Collins 
knows about it, or would approve it for one 
moment. Anyway, we’d better take help when 
and where we can get it, in a case like this.”’ 

As they hurtled over New York at 100 miles 
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an hour, it looked, in the early dusk, like a 
fairy city of a billion lights. The offices were 
not yet closed for the night and every window 
blazed with light. From the roof of a tall hotel 
in Brooklyn, a huge searchlight threw a daz- 
zling beam of light for miles into the sky. 
Hardly had they passed over the Hast River 
when the two fliers could see the reflection from 
the flood lights at Mineola. 

The landing field was a vast pool of light. 
A dozen airplanes flew about in the lighted 
sky to accompany them part way on their peril- 
ous journey. Andy swooped low over the 
Apex factory and saw that the entire force of 
officers and employees had poured out to gaze 
up at the glorious ship that they had made 
within those walls. 

In an instant they had left the illuminated 
field far behind and were headed into darkness. 
Before them were only the scattered lights of 
the small, widely separated villages and the 
steady yellow beacons of the lighthouses along 
the coast. One by one the escorting airplanes 
turned back to Mineola. 
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‘‘Here’s another message from young Col- 
lins,’’ called Sam. ‘‘It reads like this: ‘Col- 
lins plane located at Annapolis, Nova Scotia, 
and will leave immediately for St. Johns. Have 
increased range of my set so we can keep in 
constant communication. Sonny’.’’ 

‘‘Gosh,’’ exclaimed Sam, ‘‘that kid beats 
anything I ever saw! All I’ve got to say is, 
that he’ll be a world-beater when he grows up!”’ 

Once again the powerful light at Montauk 
Point, on the eastern tip of the Island, flashed 
under their wings as they set their course over 
the black waters of the open sea. How much 
had happened since they had flown over that 
light on the first day of their flight, mused 
Andy. Then he had felt new and strange in 
this big ship, looking to the capable Joe for 
orders and advice. Now the ship was almost 
like home and he was the commander, setting 
a new course for Newfoundland and the treach- 
erous North Atlantic! 

Block Island Light blinked solemnly just to 
their left. Ahead was nothing but the intense 
blackness of sky and ocean. 
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‘‘Grab the controls, Sam,’’ directed the pilot. 
“Dye just time to take a nap. Call me when 
you see lights dead ahead.’’ 

Watching the inductor compass intently, Sam 
held the ship steady on her course as it roared 
through the night. At last, much to his relief, 
_ he saw a single twinkling light, then another. 
Finally a whole cluster appeared. He nudged 
Andy, who awoke to check the beacons with his 
chart. Yes, they had hit Martha’s Vineyard 
right on the nose! 

Without change of course, they winged over 
the narrow strip of Nantucket Sound and then 
across the heel of Cape Cod. Again black 
water was beneath them, but far ahead, Andy 
spotted the friendly gleam of the lighthouse 
at the tip of the long, curving cape. As they 
passed over the fishing village of Province- 
town, heading straight out to sea, Andy turned 
with a grin and said: 

‘“Well, Samuel, take your last look at land 
for some time, and ask yourself if you have 
babied those motors as they like to be babied!”’ 

‘‘What’s the next dry land we strike??? 
asked Sam. 
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““Cape Sable, if the engines hold out. If not, 
most anywhere!’’ 

‘‘Whoops! Where’s my flashlight? I’m 
going to take another look at those engines. 
We haven’t any more life preservers than 
a cow has feathers, so I aim to keep my 
feet dry!’’ 

‘When you get back, feed the pup and turn 
in with your phones on. I[’ll call you when 
I’m sleepy.’’ 

Ten minutes later, Scotty, with the long 
white fur on his chest dripping milk, crawled 
up on the seat beside Andy. Sitting up very 
importantly for a while, then settling down for 
a little nap, he kept his master company 
through the lonely black hours over the hungry 
ocean, 

Just before midnight, Andy’s tired eyes 
gladdened, for he suddenly spotted the dim 
twinkle of a lighthouse far ahead. A great 
load slipped from his heart. His navigation 
had been perfect, and Cape Sable, on the 
southernmost tip of Nova Scotia, was directly 
before him. He flew low over fhe Life Saving 
Station, so that his safe arrival might be sig- 
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nalied to the world. In a surprisingly short 
time, he found himself passing over Halifax, 
where crowds still waited in the streets to 
catch a moment’s glimpse of the fast-flying 
‘¢ Apex’’. He realized, as he flashed over their 
upturned faces, what a tremendous interest was 
_ being taken in the flight. 

He remembered sitting before his loud- 
speaker at home until the early hours of the 
morning, listening to reports of the progress 
of Trans-Atlantic fliers, and he knew that at 
this moment, thousands, perhaps millions, of 
people were even now listening to the welcome 
news that he had passed over Cape Sable in 
safety. 

What a place for a landing, he thought, as 
he flew over the dark, uninhabited coast. Not 
a light could he see. No hope of securing im- 
mediate assistance in case of a disastrous 
forced landing. That was a disturbing thought, 
for the ‘‘Apex’’ had already remained in the 
air for some 230 hours. He resolutely put all 
thoughts of danger out of his mind. 

Water again, then the intense blackness of 
Cape Breton Island. Once again over the 
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water, this time the Gulf of St. Lawrence. A 
long jump, this, nearly 300 miles, unbroken by 
a single light. It was queer, he thought, that 
he didn’t feel sleepy. Perhaps the excitement 
and the nervous strain was keeping him awake. 
His hand stole out to stroke the warm ball of 
fur beside him. Good little Scotty! He was 
lots of company, even when he slept! 

The long night wore on. It was about time, 
now, to pick up the lighthouse on the tiny 
French island of Miquelon. At last! There 
it was, a little to the left. Score another point 
for his navigation! An hour later, he felt 
reasonably safe, for an _ occasional light 
flickered on each side of the thundering 
‘‘Apex’’. He knew, then, that he was over the 
dark waters of Placentia Bay, and that the end 
of this leg of the hazardous journey was but a 
short distance away. 

Suddenly a tremendous feeling of fatigue 
swept over him. He had sat at the controls, 
without relief, for over a thousand miles, He 
called Sam, who, as usual, responded instantly, 
pulling on his fur coveralls against the chill air 
that trickled into the heated cabin. 
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‘‘Hor the love of Mike!’’ Sam exclaimed, 
rubbing the sleep from his eyes. ‘‘Why didn’t 
you call me before? I’ve had enough sleep now 
to last me a week. Now, tell me where we are, 
then go and hit the hay.’’ 

‘‘Hold this course for forty minutes and you 
will see the lights of St. Johns. Then fly 
around, keeping the lights of the town in sight, 
until you get tired. When you get sleepy, 
call me.’’ 

He carried the soundly slumbering pup to 
bed and threw himself down beside him. 


CHAPTER XVIII 
NEWFOUNDLAND 


Wuewn Andy finally became aware of Sam’s 
voice dinning in his ear, the cabin windows 
were opaque with thick gray fog. Drops of 
water gathered on the glass, to be swept away 
in an instant by the onward rush of the plane. 
The air within the compartment had a moist 
chill that defied the efforts of the’ electric 
heaters to keep the room warm and dry. 

In the pilots’ compartment, too, every win- 
dow was a solid gray wall. They had plunged 
into a typical Newfoundland fog, the cause of 
shipping disasters since man first began to 
eross the wild, unfriendly stretches of the 
North Atlantic. 

‘‘How long have we been in this fog, Sam?’’ 
demanded the youngster, after a hasty survey 
of the dials on the instrument board. 


‘“‘About an hour. I’ve been calling you for 
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fifteen or twenty minutes, but you were so dead 
to the world that you might as well have had 
no phones on at all!”’ 

‘Where are we?”’ 

‘‘One guess is as good as another, but I don’t 
think we are very far off our course. I passed 
_$t. Johns soon after you turned in. About an 
hour ago this pea-soup fog shut in and since 
then, I’ve been flying in a triangle, twenty 
minutes on each side. If you’ll take the wheel, 
I’ll get a radio bearing.’’ 

Andy turned his motors up to 2,000 revolu- 
tions and nosed up, trying to climb out of the 
all-obscuring fog. With the morning breeze, 
flying became more difficult. The bumps were 
steadily increasing in force. The ‘‘Apex’’ 
bucked and plunged, while Andy exerted his 
full strength to keep her climbing steadily. 

Sam returned, a scrap of paper in his hand. 

‘Fair enough!’’ he announced cheerfully. 
‘‘We’re over Old Pelican, with Trinity Bay just 
ahead and St. Johns behind us.’’ 

At 3,000 feet, the ‘‘ Apex’’ broke through the 
fog, emerging into a layer of clear air sand- 
wiched between the fog below and heavy gray 
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clouds above. Little tendrils of mist whipped 
by, spattering the glass with rivulets of water. 

“Oh, boy, it’s going to be tough refuelling up 
here, especially with a green bunch trying to 
pass down the gas,’’ murmured Sam. 

‘‘Don’t worry,’’ said Andy cheerfully, ‘‘we 
can cruise around here for thirty-five hours yet 
before we run out of gas, although that doesn’t 
help the crew of the ‘Venture’ very much!’’ 

Back and forth they zigzagged, bucking the 
choppy gusts of wind and seeking a break in 
the fog bank beneath them. At last, desperate 
at the thought of those on the wrecked sea- 
plane hopelessly awaiting rescue, Andy ex- 
claimed impatiently: 

‘Sam, we’ll have to take a chance. If we 
don’t get out there hunting for the ‘Venture’ 
before long, we might as well head back for 
New York.’’ 

He banked over sharply and headed straight 
east, a course which would take him away from 
land and over the sea. Cutting down his 
motors, he coasted very gently into the fog 
bank. Watching his altimeter carefully, he saw 
the pointer swing past 1,500 feet, then past 
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1,000, 500 and finally past 250 feet. Here he 
straightened out for a moment. 

“‘Sam,’’ he warned, ‘‘loosen up your safety 
belt! If the barometer has changed much since 
we checked it by radio, we may be 300 feet up, 
or we may be just skimming the tops of the 

waves. Any change in the barometer changes 
the altimeter, you know. I’m going to ease 
down as slowly as I can and if we don’t break 
through the bottom of the fog, I’ll try to pull 
up just before we hit the water. Hold fast!’’ 

Again he slowed down the motors and put 
the ‘‘Apex’’ into a thin glide. With every 
muscle tense, he sat with his hand on the 
throttles, ready to give her the gun at the first 
glimpse of the water. 

Suddenly he plunged into clear air. The sea, 
fifty feet below, was running in huge rollers, 
each with a wool-capped crest. A bad sea to 
land in, Andy thought grimly. 

Swinging the ship back to the west, he saw, 
for the first time, the bold, rugged outline of 
the Newfoundland coast, rising bleak, rocky 
and desolate out of the gray water. 
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Then minutes later they reached a low, roll- 
ing promontory, behind which lay St. Johns. 
Andy was now flying just under the fog bank 
and judged he could squeeze through between 
the tops of the hills and the bottom of the fog. 
He thundered over the town, regardless of the 
staring people, searching for a landing place 
that might hold the Collins plane. 

For a few moments he wondered if the ship 
that was to refuel them had been able to land, 
for suitable spots for landing were few and 
far between in this hilly country. Stone fences 
and hundreds of boulders cut up the few vacant 
pieces that looked as though they might hold 
an airplane. 

A mile beyond the town, standing in a field 
that looked incredibly small for the take-off of 
a heavily loaded ship, stood the airplane he was 
seeking, It was a large biplane, with ‘‘Col- 
lins’’ painted on fuselage and wings, and be- 
side it stood two helmeted figures, staring up 
at the ‘‘ Apex.’’ 

As Andy banked his ship over to return 
across the field, the other fliers dashed for their 
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ship, spun the propeller and climbed aboard, 
The heavy ‘‘Collins’’ trundled slowly across 
the uneven ground. 

Just as the boys in the ‘‘Apex’’ expected 
them to crash into a stone wall at the farther 
end of the field, they took off, sagged for a 
moment, and were free, their wheels just skim- 
ming the tops of the hills. 

The two ships roared over St. Johns and 
Cabot’s Hill towards Concepcion Bay, their 
pilots fighting the heavy bumps that tossed 
them about like rowboats in the surf. They 
headed straight out to sea, seeking calmer air 
and a break in the fog through which they 
could climb to a safe height before transferring 
their fuel. 

The fog showed no signs of lifting. It 
stretched ahead of them as far as the eye could 
reach. At last, Andy said impatiently, 

‘‘Sam, this fog may extend all the way to 
Europe. What is even worse, it may drop 
down on us and blanket us at any minute. 
We’d better take on our gas now while we can 
get it!’ 

The mechanic glanced at him in amazement, 
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Then, buttoning his fur collar tight about his 
chin, he crawled out to his filler pipe. He 
stood there, waving at the ‘‘Collins’’ while 
Andy waggled his wings to attract the atten- 
tion of the crew on the other ship. 

The ‘‘Collins’’ moved over to them, climbing 
until she just skimmed the under side of the 
fog bank. Andy’s heart stood in his mouth as 
the two ships slid together. Just as the hose 
was lowered, the upper plane, caught in a sud- 
den down draught, actually touched the top 
wing of the ‘‘Apex’’ with her tail skid. Andy 
listened apprehensively for the sound of break- 
ing spars or tearing fabric, but the ‘‘Collins’’ 
rose again and no harm had been done! 

At times, Andy’s ship was forced down until 
her wheels just touched the tops of the waves. 
Another few inches, and the ‘‘Apex’’ would 
have tripped and turned a somersault! But the 
pilot brought her clear. As he rose, however, 
the ‘‘Collins’’, in an effort to keep above him, 
plunged for an instant into the fog bank and 
swayed dangerously before the pilot could ease 
her out into the sunlight again, where he could 
see where he was steering. 
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Somehow, Andy was never quite sure how 
they did manage it, the gasoline and oil were at 
last transferred safely. As the ‘‘Collins’’ 
sheered away and headed back to port, the flier 
in her rear cockpit stood up, faced the ‘‘ Apex’’ 
and saluted gravely. Surely the emnity of the 
Chief Engineer, Brewster, did not extend to 
the pilots in flying service! Sam waved gayly 
to the departing ship and crawled back into the 
warm room, blue with the cold. 

‘‘Sam, get busy on the radio and see if any 
radio bearings were taken on the ‘Venture’s’ 
last 8.0.8. call,’? Andy suggested. ‘*While you 
are doing that, I’ll fly due east, for that’s the 
general direction they would have taken in fly- 
ing to Paris.’’ 


CHAPTER XIX 
THE LOST TRANSATLANTIC FLIERS 


Tue mechanic returned with a pencilled 
memorandum. 

‘‘They didn’t get a bearing on their S. O. S., 
but they did get one on a message about fif- 
teen minutes earlier that put them in this posi- 
tion.’? He handed Andy the slip of paper. 
The pilot studied the chart carefully, then drew 
a circle around a spot straight to the east of 
them. 

‘‘They’ll be somewhere within this circle, if 
they are still afloat,’’ he declared positively. 

‘‘Look there!’’ exclaimed Sam, excitedly 
pointing in front of them. 

Not two miles ahead was a flotilla of four 
destroyers, steaming in a fan-shaped forma- 
tion. Thick, oily smoke belched from their 
slender funnels and on the main truck of each 
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in the breeze. As the ‘‘Apex’’ winged just 
over the topmast of the leader, the pea-jacketed 
gobs on the wet decks waved their watch caps 
at them. 

‘“‘Whoops!’’ rejoiced Andy, ‘‘the Navy on 
the job!’’ 

‘‘Yeh,’’ agreed the mechanic. ‘‘If I’d had 
time to fool more with my radio, I’d have 
known they were around here. But I never 
even went near their wave length!’’ 

‘*You’d better report to them and tell them 
what we’re going to do,’’ suggested Andy. 

Sam soon returned, a broad grin on his face. 

‘““That was lke telling them the water’s 
wet!’’ he grinned. ‘‘They already knew more 
about us than we knew ourselves. They say 
every broadcasting station in the country has 
been on the air all night giving out reports 
about us! What do you think of that?’ 

‘‘But what did they tell us about finding the 
‘Venture’?’’ Andy persisted. 

“‘Oh! Well, they’ve figured out its position 
about as you did, but they say it will take them 
fully fifteen hours to search the entire inside 
of the circle, 
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““They say if we’ll fly through it in a spider 
web pattern, it might make the difference in 
finding them and not finding them. They don’t 
figure the plane can live much longer in this 
sea, even if it wasn’t damaged in landing.’’ 

In another hour, the ‘‘ Apex’’ was zigzagging 
through the area which, on the chart, Andy had 
marked out with a circle. The air was hazy, 
with a chill, penetrating cold that seemed to 
gnaw at his bones. 

Scotty trotted out of the after cabin with a 
miserable expression on his face. He was 
shivering, from his cold, wet nose to the tip of 
his ratty tail. He scratched at Sam’s leg, beg- 
ging to be taken up. The moment the mechanic 
lifted him into his lap, the pup burrowed under 
his fur coat, where he shivered for several 
minutes before he fell asleep. 

For the first time in his life Andy saw an 
iceberg, standing in the gray water like a piece 
of floating white glass. Waves climbed high 
against its sides, as if seeking to overthrow it 
and carry it still faster down into the Gulf 
Stream to thus destroy it. A misty fog hung 
over and around it, through which darted ex- 
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cited seagulls, interested in something being 
carried along on its surface. 

“‘Gee, Andy,’’? murmured Sam, ‘‘why didn’t 
the ‘Venture’ try to fly from Florida to Spain? 
It wouldn’t be at all bad looking for them 
there. Boy, maybe I don’t hate to go out into 
that breeze to give the engines their daily 
dozen. But since it has to be done, here goes!’’ 

Putting Scotty deep between the blankets on 
the bunk, Sam went out into the icy blast of 
the wind and tinkered for a full half-hour with 
his motors. When he returned, his teeth were 
chattering, and he stood for several minutes at 
the heater before rejoining Andy in the control 
room. 

For another hour two pairs of keen eyes 
searched the foam-flecked seas as the ‘‘Apex’’ 
sped along at 100 miles an hour. At the end of 
that time, both boys began to lose hope. Those 
wicked white caps must have broken the frail 
‘‘Venture’’ apart and sunk her, with all her 
venturesome crew. 

Suddenly the mechanic rose from his seat, 
pointing forward. There, just a tiny spot on 
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the restless ocean, was the missing ship, labor- 
ing sluggishly, one wing tip awash and both 
pontoons wallowing deep in the water. The 
tops of the seas sloshed through the broken 
cabin windows and licked up at the top wing, 
where were lashed the three members of her 
crew. ‘Two of them lay motionless, only their 
rope lashings preventing them from slipping 
off the smooth, curved wing surface. The third 
sat up, waving at the welcome plane that 
circled around the waterlogged ‘‘Venture.”’ 
Andy coasted down as close to them as he 
dared, throttling his motors so they might hear 
Sam’s shout of ‘‘Hold on! Rescue is coming!’’ 
As the man on the wing signalled his ac- 
knowledgement of the message Andy shot his 
motors on and climbed to a safer altitude. 
‘“Where are we, Andy?’’ asked the mechanic. 
The pilot quickly wrote the latitude and 
longitude on a pad. Sam seized it and has- 
tened back to his radio where he worked the 
key feverishly. At last he returned and sat 
beside the pilot. 
‘‘Got the destroyers,’’ he grinned. ‘‘The 
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officer in command said they could be here in 
an hour and a quarter and asked us to stand by 
until they arrive.”’ 

‘‘Get back to your set, lazy,’? Andy replied 
with mock severity, ‘‘and tell the world we’ve 
located the ‘Venture’ with its crew. Can’t you 
imagine how many people are listening for that 
news?’’ 

‘‘Right you are,’’ replied Sam cheerfully, as 
he returned to his instruments. 

The destroyers were on time to the minute. 
Two of them raced into sight at exactly the 
hour they had promised, the others appearing 
a few minutes later. As Andy saw a jet of 
white steam rise from the whistle of the leader, 
he knew that his mission was ended, and turned 
back toward shore. 

Just as the warships disappeared into the 
haze astern, Andy’s peace of mind was 
smashed into a thousand pieces. One of the 
motors suddenly coughed, backfired and almost 
stopped. With a quick gesture, his hand 
shoved the other throttle full on and the plane 
steadied itself in the air, although it had slowed 
down very considerably. 


CHAPTER XX 
A DESPERATE CHANCE 


Sam was on the job in an instant. Rushing 
up the ladder to the wing, he swiftly dodged in 
and out of the wires and struts until he stood, 
braced against the wind, beside the balky 
engine. His quick fingers adjusted this and 
turned that. He brought wrenches, pliers and 
screwdrivers into use. Then he signalled to 
Andy to cut off the engine completely. As it 
cooled off he set to work again. He tore off 
his fur gloves, seeming to forget the sub-zero 
wind that shrieked through the rigging. At 
last he returned to the cabin. 

‘““Well, Andy, it looks pretty serious,’’ he 
announced. ‘‘That motor is about through. I 
ean doctor it up so that you can run it at full 
speed for a few minutes at a time in an 
emergency, but if you use it too much, it will 
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‘‘Will the other one carry us back to Mine- 
ola?’’ asked Andy. 

“Your guess is about as good as mine! It 
has already had more time in the air than any 
other motor has ever flown without an over- 
haul. You’ll have to face the fact that it may 
cut out any minute. On the other hand, it 
might run for two weeks. There’s no way to 
know just how long you can count on it. 
There’s one thing you can thank yourself for 
—if it weren’t for the Lane carburetor, and the 
extra power that gives the motor, one engine 
alone wouldn’t keep us in the air at all!’’ 

Andy thought deeply. If they should return 
to St. Johns and land now, they would have 
made a record that would be nothing short of 
marvellous. Still, it wouldn’t be a perfect 
flight unless they brought the ship back to its 
home field! He knew, as well as the mechanic, 
what a frightful chance he would take if he 
attempted to fiy over those desolate stretches 
of ocean with their engines in such condition. 

As he battled with his problem, the window 
in front of him suddenly turned into a blank 
gray wall. The fog had closed in upon them. 
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The pilot reluctantly cut in the worn-out 
engine and climbed swiftly to 6,000 feet, but 
even at that height could find no gap in the 
gray shroud that blanketed the ‘‘Apex.’’ He 
dared not strain the engine longer, so turned 
it off and levelled out. 

‘*Well, Sam,’’ he announced, ‘‘that settles it. 
We can’t fly around indefinitely looking for St. 
Johns, nor can we land in those cow pastures 
in the fog. We’d crash on those rocky hills 
before we knew we had reached the coast.”’ 

‘‘Fair enough!’’ agreed Sam. ‘‘But what’s 
the next best bet?”’ 

“‘Turn straight for home!”’ 

Sam whistled under his breath and looked 
thoughtful. At last he said, 

‘‘Well, it’s a fifty-fifty chance. You can keep 
her in the air with 1,800 revolutions a minute 
out of your good engine, and keep up a steady 
flying speed of about eighty miles an hour. 
You can’t gain altitude without cutting in the 
second motor, so don’t lose your altitude if you 
can help it.’’ 

‘“‘Are you game to take the chance of a 
straight shot for home?”’ 
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‘‘Nothing else but!’’ replied the mechanic. 

“‘T don’t like this cold, wet air! Let’s go!’’ 

<‘ All right, old timer.’’ Andy drew a pencil 
line on his chart that pointed straight to the 
tip end of Cape Cod. ‘‘Now it’s your shift at 
the wheel. There’s your course, I’m going to 
sleep!”’ 

As the youngster’s long legs slipped under 
the blankets, he kicked Scotty, who yelped, 
growled and then crawled out of his snug bed 
to walk very indignantly out of the cabin. 

When Andy awoke, the dingy gray at the 
portholes had turned to a pitch black. He hur- 
ried into the pilot’s compartment to find Sam 
sleepily holding his course through the black- 
est night he had ever seen, 

The ship was pitching and tossing wildly. 
- Sleet rattled against the windows with a force 
that made them creak in their slides. 

‘‘Good boy, Sam,’’ he approved. ‘You 
should have called me earlier. Do you realize 
that we haven’t had a bite to eat since break- 
fast? I could eat a stewed cat!’’ 

‘‘Well, you take the wheel and I’ll cook 
something. My arms and legs have knots tied 
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in them and I can see three instruments for 
every one that I know should be there. In 
about fifteen minutes more I’d have been shak- 
ing hands with a mermaid.’’ 

‘‘Before you start dinner, you’d better teil 
the Apex factory that we’re bound back for 
Mineola, and that if this motor holds up, we’ll 
be over the field just after daylight tomorrow 
morning. If we are much later than that, 
they’d better come fishing for us!’’ 

Andy took over the controls. He kept his 
eyes fixed on the instrument board as he fought 
his way through the fog, the sleet and the 
churning winds of the night. There was no 
reason to look outside, for there were no lights 
to search for, even should the fog lift. They 
were, he knew, more than a hundred miles out- 
side of the nearest land. Since they were tak- 
ing the desperate chance of flying home in a bee 
line, their first landfall would be Cape Cod, if 
they were lucky enough to stay in the air that 
long. 

Sam, his eyes red from strain and lack of 
sleep, brought a dinner of fried steak, pota- 
toes and coffee, which put new life into their 
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tired bodies. Then the mechanic sat down at 
the radio to tell Mineola of their troubles. 

‘‘We promised to keep in touch with Sonny, 
too,’’? Andy reminded him. ‘‘If you are not too 
tired, let him know what’s happening.”’ 

After twenty minutes at his set, Sam read a 
message from the factory. 

‘‘Weather bureau reports storm clearing up 
off Massachusetts coast. Send your position 
as often as possible so we may follow your 
course. When you reach Long Island, return 
to Mineola and land at once. You have been 
in air over 300 hours. Congratulations and 
good luck.’’ 

‘‘Here’s one from Sonny,’’ said Sam, a little 
later. ‘‘Brewster returned to factory this 
morning. Was furious when he heard of Col- 
lins assistance at St. Johns. The two tramp 
fliers who may have caused your trouble at St. 
Louis and Chicago left Collins field last eve- 
ning, headed toward Montauk. Be very care- 
ful if strange ship approaches you. Love to 
Scotty.’’ 

“‘Gee, but that Brewster guy has a mean 
disposition!’’ declared Sam. ‘‘I’ll bet we'll 
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have some real trouble with him some day!”’ 

*‘T know we willl’? agreed Andy heartily. 
**I’m sort of looking forward to it, now!’’ 

**T hope I’ll be around when, and where, you 
smack him!’’ laughed Sam. 

*‘T hate to change the subject, Sam, but if 
you don’t want to land somewhere a hundred 
or two miles off the Nova Scotia coast, you’d 
better take a last look at those two engines 
before you hit the hay!’’ 

**Oh, boy! I sure do hate to go out there in 
this cold! Wait a minute, here’s another 
message from those destroyer birds. Listen. 
‘Three fliers from ‘‘Venture’’ now recovering 
from exposure. They wish us to give you their 
heartiest thanks. They hope you can stay in 
the air another month!’ Gee, that’s nice of 
them,’’ commented Sam, ‘‘but I’m beginning 
to think I’d like to take a nice long walk. 
Where’s my flashlight?’’ And he disappeared 
through the hatchway. In fifteen minutes he 
returned, his teeth rattling like castanets, and 
stood close to a heater to melt the ice that clung 
to his furs. 

‘‘*Andy,’’ he said at last, ‘‘if you have to 
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make a crash landing tonight, don’t even bother 
to wake me up! I’m going to bed and dream 
that we are flying over Biscayne Bay instead 
of over the North Pole, as we are probably 
doing at this minute!”’ 

The storm outside increased. The ‘‘Apex’”’ 
acted as though she really wanted to spill her 
crew into the ocean. ‘Time and time again 
Andy was forced to nose down to keep from 
falling into a tail spin. Hach time he did so, 
precious altitude was lost. At last, his altim- 
eter told him that he was but 2,000 feet above 
the water, so he reluctantly turned on the 
weakening engine and grimly fought his way 
up to 6,000 feet before turning it off again. 

The constant jerking of the wheel and rudder 
pedals made his arms, shoulders and legs stiff 
and sore. He developed cramps in his legs that 
he had to massage away, fighting the bumps 
with one hand on the wheel. He longed for 
Sam’s helping hand at the controls, but re- 
solved not to break the mechanic’s well-earned 
rest unless he found it impossible to keep the 
‘‘Apex’’ in the air alone. 

The shriek of the wind through the wires 
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and the lashing of the sleet against the win- 
dows came through to his well-protected ears 
even through the roar of the engine. A storm 
such as this would have taxed the air-worthi- 
ness of the ship even at the beginning of the 
flight, when all three motors were working at 
their utmost efficiency. 

He gradually became aware that the ‘‘ Apex’’ 
was answering her controls slowly, sluggishly. 
It was increasingly difficult to keep her on an 
even keel. He searched his tired mind for the 
reason. Suddenly he knew! Sleet was form- 
ing on the wings and was clogging the hinges 
of rudder, flippers and ailerons! The knowl- 
edge of this danger cleared his head and he 
nosed the ship over in a headlong dive to get 
down to a warmer level of air. He pulled up 
abruptly at 500 feet and straightened out. 
For a while there seemed to be no change in 
the slow response to the controls. Then he 
noticed a change for the better and felt safe 
for the moment. 

The hands of the little clock on the instru- 
ment board seemed to stand still. He played a 
game with himself. He kept his eyes away 
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from the dial until he was sure that fifteen 
minutes had passed. Then he looked back at 
the clock. Five, not fifteen minutes, the hand 
showed. It-was a discouraging game, but even 
so, the hands moved ahead faster than when 
he simply sat there and watched them. 

His brain became drugged with fatigue. He 
found himself correcting the bucking and the 
plunging just a little too late, and had to tug 
all the harder at the wheel to bring the ship 
back to an even keel. The instruments became 
blurred. He had to focus his eyes on them 
with a deliberate effort to read the figures. 

His head dropped forward with a jerk. That 
would never do! The next time he dozed off, 
he might sink so deeply into sleep that they 
would dive headlong into the icy sea! He 
slapped his own face so hard that it hurt and 
shook his head vigorously from side to side. 

He could never remember how the remaining 
hours of that terrible night passed. They were 
like a nightmare he didn’t wish to remember. 

When he suddenly looked up to find Sam 
slipping into the pilot’s seat beside him, he 
slumped back, sound asleep. 


CHAPTER XXI 
THE FIGHT 


Tue sharp ache of cramped muscles finally 
tortured him into wakefulness. Dawn was 
just breaking in a clear sky. All traces of the 
night’s storm had vanished. Beneath them was 
a barren, rocky island, with a little village 
snuggled around a small harbor on the north 
side. He looked at it again. Nothing else but 
Block Island! He gazed in astonishment at 
Sam, who returned his look with twinkling 
eyes. 

*¢Well, old-timer, you certainly tore off a real 
sleep!’’ he remarked. ‘‘I almost decided to 
wake you when I spotted the lights on Cape 
Cod, but I didn’t have the heart! You were 
too fagged out. But I’ll tell the world that I 
never stood such a trick in a plane in my life! 
We came mighty near getting our dear little 


tootsies ail wet. When the stars suddenly came 
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out, I thought I was dreaming. I never ex- 
pected to see them again!’’ 

‘‘T wish you had waked me so that I could 
have given you a hand. I feel like a million 
dollars now! I’ll get breakfast and then re- 
_ lieve you.’’ 

Just as they winged over Montauk Point, 
Sam called, 

*‘Look, Andy, here comes another ship!’’ 

Fast emerging from the early morning haze 
over Gardiner’s Bay was another airplane, 
headed straight toward the ‘‘Apex.’’ The two 
boys studied it carefully as it approached. 
Suddenly, as it drew nearer, Sam exclaimed, 

‘¢ Andy, I’ll bet my hat that’s the same Jenny 
that nearly crashed us in the West!’’ 

“‘It does look like it,’’ admitted the other, as 
the stranger wheeled, high above them. They 
watched it in silence, as it climbed in great, 
sweeping circles. 

Suddenly, the Jenny banked over on one 
wing, straightened out and dived at them. Just 
as it flashed over their heads, the two puzzled 
men in the ‘‘Apex’? saw a helmeted and 
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goggled figure lean over the side of the fuselage 
and point down to the ground. 

‘‘He’s signalling for us to land!’’ cried 
Andy. 

Again the stranger wheeled and climbed back 
over the ‘‘Apex’s’’ tail. Again it dived in 
front of the non-stop ship, this time coming so 
close that Andy, who had taken over the con- 
trols, involuntarily dropped her nose to prevent 
a collision. Time and time again the mysteri- 
ous plane forced Andy to dive and with each 
dive some precious altitude was lost. 

‘“Well,’’ declared Andy, grimly, ‘‘we have 
room enough to do that about three more times. 
Then we’ll hit the ground, and look at what 
they are trying to force us down on!’’ 

Sam glanced over the side. There was not 
a level patch of ground for miles. Beneath 
them was a stretch of sand dunes, covered 
sparsely with long marsh grass on one side and 
soft, drifting sand on the other. There wasn’t 
a chance in a thousand of landing the heavy 
‘‘Apex’’ without a disastrous crash! 

‘‘Look out!’’ yelled Sam, as the other plane 
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hurtled down on them. Desperately Andy 
nosed over, to miss by inches having the bow 
of the ‘‘Apex’’ cut off. 

‘“‘Take the controls, Sam!’’ snapped Andy. 
“‘Tt’s a case of saving our lives, now! When 
he dives next time, give her hard left rudder 
at the very last minute and sheer away. But 
don’t do it until they are almost on us!’’ 

He reached forward and grabbed a fire ex- 
tinguisher from its fastenings on the instru- 
ment board. With this he crawled through the 
passageway to the open cockpit in the bow. 
There he lay concealed until, above the roar of 
the ‘‘Apex’s’’ engine, he heard the snarling 
motor of the enemy plane growing closer. He 
lifted his head cautiously over the edge and 
peeped out, then drew back. In a moment, now, 
the Jenny would be close enough. 

With his next glance, he sprang to his feet 
and braced himself. The enemy was almost 
upon them, hurtling down from the rear. The 
undercarriage and the whirling propeller were 
but a few yards above the ‘‘Apex’s”’ tail. 

In a wide, underhand swing, Andy hurled 
the fire extinguisher straight up into the path 
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of the diving ship. At the same moment, Sam, 
with his full weight on wheel and rudder, 
veered the ‘‘Apex’’ to the side and away. 

Andy, holding on desperately to prevent 
himself from being thrown overboard, watched 
his missile curve up into the are of the pro- 
peller on the enemy plane. He heard a tremen- 
dous crash as the whirling propeller splintered 
into a thousand bits and a screaming roar from 
the motor as, released from its load, it pounded 
itself to destruction. 

The Jenny careened over on one wing, miss- 
ing the ‘‘Apex’’ by a hair’s breadth. For a 
moment it swung around in the beginning of a 
tail spin, then it straightened out in a dive. 
Vainly its pilot tried to find a landing place. 
He tried to stretch his glide and pancake down 
on the hillocks of sand. 

His wheels touched the top of a sand dune 
and sank to their hubs. The tail rose swiftly 
and the enemy ship turned a complete somer- 
sault, coming to rest upside down with its 
wheels spinning in the air. : 

Just as two small figures crawled painfully 
from underneath the tangled wreckage, there 
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was a tiny puff of smoke. Then, in an instant, 
the entire plane was a seething, belching fur- 
nace of flame-shot, oily smoke. 

Andy crawled back into the pilot’s seat. 

“‘Do you know,’’ he said thoughtfully, ‘‘I’m 
_ glad they got out alive, even if they did try to 
kill us!”? 

‘“‘That pair won’t give us any more trouble, 
at least for this flight!’’ observed the mechanic, 
with satisfaction. 

A worried expression suddenly appeared on 
Sam’s face. He listened intently, then, motion- 
ing Andy to take the controls, he dashed back 
through his cabin and up on the wing. 

The last engine, which had stood by them so 
loyally throughout the entire flight, was now 
firing irregularly, hitting on all eight cylinders 
for a few moments, then missing on most of 
them. Andy cut in the second motor, which, 
fortunately, functioned perfectly, so he was able 
to keep the ‘‘Apex’’ in the air. Sam worked 
like a demon and at last the steady drone from 
the exhaust pipes announced that the other was 
again hitting properly. 
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- “*Whew!’’ exclaimed the mechanic, as he re- 
turned to the cabin. ‘‘Here we are, with all 
three motors absolutely dead of old age, and 
still we are flying! Can you beat that! It re- 
minds me of a prize fighter unconscious on his 
feet !’’ 

‘Will they take us back to Mineola?’’ de- 
manded Andy. ‘‘It’s only a few miles, now.”’ 

‘“Who knows?’’ shrugged the mechanic. 
“Any self-respecting engineer would tell you 
that they will both quit in the next five minutes, 
But after fooling with them for a couple of 
weeks, I’m here to say they don’t know when 
to stop. They may keep us up a couple of 
weeks more!”’ 

So on they flew, Andy’s keen eyes constantly 
searching for a possible landing place in case 
the tired motors should stop. When they 
passed over a stretch where a safe landing 
would be impossible, he found himself listening 
breathlessly for the last explosions from the 
engines. 

At last, he even took the chance of climbing 
to ten thousand feet. Then he cut out one of 
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the motors and flew along quietly, his confi- 
dence in the faithful engines increasing by the 
minute. 

“‘Sam, we’re not through yet by a long 
shot!’’ he exclaimed. The mechanic, refusing 
to predict anything at all, merely shrugged his 
shoulders and prepared Scotty’s breakfast of 
bread and milk. The pup declined to climb out 
of his warm blankets, remembering the chill 
wind of the evening before, but Sam, laughing, 
~ pulled him out and set him on the steady floor, 
whereupon he set upon his meal with good will. 

The mechanic went to his radio and reported 
the fight with the enemy plane to the factory. 
Then he switched to the telephone. 

‘“‘Mr. Avery wants to know what time we’ll 
land.’ 

‘*How do we know?’’ Andy grinned back. 

‘What do you mean, how do we know?’’ 

‘*Tf you know when the motors will quit, tell 
him yourself!’ 

“Andy, you’re crazy asa loon! Yes, you’re 
completely out of your mind, and Scotty and I 
both know it. But we’ll both be with you on 
your next flight, won’t we, pup?”’ 
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Scotty rolled his eyes at him. The man was 
acting foolish again, he thought, so he went out 
to join Andy. 

Sam, with his tongue in his cheek, told 
Mr. Avery that they would stay in the air as 
long as the motors held out, and asked him to 
have the ‘‘Superior’’ stand by to refuel them 
when they reached the field. 


CHAPTER XXII 


DOWN AT LAST 


Mrneoxta has never seen such a crowd as 
that which watched the ‘‘Superior’’ meet the 
‘¢Apex’’ and lower her gasoline, oil and sup- 
plies. It seemed as though every automobile 
for twenty miles around was parked around 
the great field. Many of the spectators had 
brought their lunches, some had even portable 
stoves and army cots, apparently determined 
to stay until the curtain had fallen on the last 
act of this remarkable drama of the air. 

The Apex factory was at a standstill. Their 
beloved ship, which they had built with their 
own hands, was flying over their heads, and the 
workmen would not stay indoors. Nor could 
the executives remain long at their desks, from 
Mr. Avery to the humblest office boy. They 
worked for a few minutes, then dashed to the 


door, to gaze up again at this ship which was 
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still flying despite almost impossible handi- 
caps. 

Andy and Sam forgot their fatigue as they 
flew around and around their home field, keep- 
ing always near enough to be able to land 
safely if their motors should suddenly sputter 
out. 

The faithful ‘‘Superior’’? had resumed her 
practice of delivering the morning’s papers 
with her supplies. Andy, resting from his long 
trick at the wheel, read the headlines to the 
smiling mechanic. Never had the newspapers 
had a greater sensation and never had they 
played up a news feature as they played up 
this one. Andy counted the columns devoted 
to theiy exploit in the New York Times, and 
found seven full pages devoted exclusively to 
the ‘‘Apex’’ and its crew. 

‘“‘Gosh!’’ he muttered. ‘‘I’m almost afraid 
to come down with all this excitement about 
us! Listen, Sam, I’m going to sleep. These 
engines sound as though they were going to 
last indefinitely. They have the habit of run- 
ning and can’t stop. So we’d better prepare 
for a long siege and get our rest while we can.”’ 
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Late that afternoon, Sam, upon taking his 
turn at the radio, burst into peals of hearty 
laughter. 

‘¢Andy,’’ he called, ‘‘here’s a message from 
Sonny that’s a peach. Listen to this. ‘Your 
college mates have been pestering me to death 
to send messages to you inviting you to this 
and that fraternity. I guess every fraternity 
in college has given you a bid. What do you 
want to do about it? Sonny.’ ’’ 

Andy smiled to himself. This was the first 
evidence he had seen as to the effect this flight 
was going to have on his future career! 

‘‘Tell him,’’ he instructed, ‘‘to say that I’m 
not joining any fraternity when I first return 
to college. I’ll make up my mind after I’ve 
been back there a while what I’m going to do.”’ 

‘‘Here’s another one. This tickles me to 
death, too. I’ll read it. ‘Telephoned Dad 
again in London after hearing of your fight 
over Montauk. Explained everything. He has 
just fired Brewster by cable, telling him to get 
out before five o’clock and never come back. 
Hope Brewster is out of your life for good. 
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Dad wants to know if you will consider wonder- 
ful position with Collins Company.’ ”’ 

‘*Well, that seems to end Brewster, doesn’t 
it?’’ commented Andy happily. ‘‘Give this 
message to Sonny. ‘Thank your Dad for me, 
but tell him I have made up my mind to finish 
engineering course at college. Say that after 
graduation I may need job and will be glad 
and honored te talk to him.’ ’’ 

**Gee, Andy,’’ objected Sam, ‘‘why don’t you 
cash in on this flight and forget all about col- 
lege? You can make a million dollars if you 
take up some of the offers you’ll get when we 
land!’’ 

‘‘No, old-timer, I’ve thought it all out. If 
Mr. Avery gets the Navy order, or a big part 
of it, that will give me all the money I’ll need. 
I’d like to make enough to buy a ship for my- 
self, though. Still, that can wait a little longer. 
You see, Sam, what I learn at the engineering 
course will last me all the rest of my life. If 
I’m worth a good price to someone now, I’ll be 
worth even more then!’’ 

‘‘Well, maybe you are right, I’ve been figur- 
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ing myself that I’d probably get a chance to 
go, at a better salary, to the Collins, or some 
other company. But I guess I wouldn’t like it 
quite as well anywhere else. Gosh, after this 
hop, I’d hate to switch to any other engine!’’ 

During that night, while Sam was at the 
controls, the motor died with a sputter and a 
backfire. Andy leaped from his bunk as Sam 
cut in the other engine. While the pilot took 
over the ship, Sam crawled again on the wing 
to see if the balky engine could be started 
again. But it was through, absolutely through, 
and not another kick could he get out of it. 

The third engine, however, was still churn- 
ing merrily along, so Andy held the ‘‘Apex’’ 
to her course. The crowds on the ground 
watched spellbound as Sam swarmed over the 
wings. Mr. Avery, too, left his cot in the 
office and gazed at his wonderful ship as it 
fought to stay in the air. At last he ordered 
his radio operator to call the ‘‘Apex’’ until he 
got a reply. 

Sam returned from the engine with a shake 
of his head. 


‘‘That motor has passed out for good, 
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Andy,’’ he anounced. ‘‘Watch the other one, 
now. It’s about through, too.’? Then he sat 
down at the radio set. Immediately the call 
from Mr. Avery came through. 

‘‘What are we going to do, Andy?”’ he asked, 
turning away from the instrument. ‘‘Here the 
Big Boss is absolutely ordering us out of the 
air. He says we’ve taken chances enough and 
that we’ve proved, a hundred times over, what 
we set out to prove.’’ 

‘<See if you can’t tune in some broadcasting 
music,’’ laughed the pilot. ‘‘We can listen to 
that rather than to orders which we’ll have to 
disobey !”’ 

So until three o’clock in the morning, when 
the last of the Chicago stations signed off for 
the night, the pilot and mechanic of the 
“‘Apex’’ flew to the music of lake front jazz 
bands. 

Three hours after the ‘‘Superior’’ made her 
regular contact after daybreak, the last engine 
lapsed into silence. 


CHAPTER XXIII 
THE REWARD 


Firry motorcycles barked and roared down 
the field as the police dashed around the edge 
to prepare the landing for the slowly spiralling 
“‘Apex.’? The cheers of a multitude of specta- 
tors were lost in the singing of the wind 
through the wires and struts of the world- 
famous ship. Word passed quickly through 
the crowd. Three hundred and thirty hours 
in the air! Fifteen days! Never had such a 
feat even been approached. 

The two great wheels and the tail skid 
touched the ground at the same moment, and 
the great ship coasted quietly to a stop. The 
guards fought silently, desperately, to keep the 
throng from breaking through the police lines 
and mobbing the heroes of the air. 

Andy and Sam suddenly found themselves 


lifted into a motor car, which was driven across 
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the field at great speed to the entrance of the 
Apex offices, 

The moment the door was opened, Andy was 
engulfed in his mother’s arms, while his father 
patted him on the back. Sonny, too, stood to 
one side, beside Mr. Avery. The youngster 
looked as happy and proud as though he, too, 
had been one of the crew on the record-shatter- 
ing flight. Andy, freed from the embraces of 
his parents, ran over and slapped Sonny on 
the back so heartily that his glasses nearly fell 
off his pug nose. 

““Not a man in the crew did more to make the 
hop a success than you did, Bone Head!’’ he 
said. 

‘*Andy,’’ said Mr. Avery, ‘‘I know you want 
to get home, so I won’t delay you a single 
minute. I’ve told your father a number of 
things which he will tell you. Run along now, 
_ in the company car, and be sure and come back 
here about ten o’clock fomorrow!’’ 

The excited flier shook hands with Sam, who 
was busy with his own little reception com- 


mittee. 
‘‘So long, Andy,’’ said the mechanic. ‘‘Don’t 
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forget you are going to take me around the 
world and to the South Pole with you!”’ 

Andy laughed and climbed into the car, with 
his mother, father, Sonny and Scotty, who was 
very excited and barked shrilly. 

Once more a coffee and chocolate party was 
held in the Lane kitchen. The telephone had 
been shut off and the door-bell disconnected, 
for it seemed as if everyone in the whole world 
wanted to see or to talk to the hero of the mo- 
ment. Newspaper reporters even tried to climb 
in a half-open window, until Andy finally gave 
them a brief interview. 

“‘Andy,’’ said his father over his steaming 
coffee, ‘‘I have considerable news for you. 
First, the Apex Company has purchased the 
rights to the Lane carburetor for a sum of 
money sufficient to keep us going for many, 
many years. Half of it is in the bank in your 
name. ae 

“‘Second, you have been offered almost every 
kind of a job that you can possibly imagine. 
The only one that I thought you might be in- 
terested in is one from the Apex Company. 
They want you in their experimental depart- 
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ment at a perfectly tremendous salary.’’ 

‘**No, Dad,’’ Andy interrupted, ‘‘Sam and I 
were talking about the future when we knew 
that the flight had aroused more enthusiasm 
than we had thought possible. We both decided 
to stick to our knitting for the time being. 
Sam is going to stay with the Apex Company 
and I am going to finish my engineering course 
at college.’’ 

““That’s great, Son,’’ said his father. ‘‘Now, 
here’s another proposition from Mr. Avery 
that I think you’ll like even better. He says 
that he would like to retain you on his staff as 
a consulting engineer. You are to continue 
your college course, but are, at the same time, 
to feel that you are a part of the Apex organi- 
zation. Mr. Avery says that you will probably 
want to make other important flights from 
time to time and that he will put the whole 
weight of the Apex factory behind you when- 
ever you do.”’ 

‘“‘Gee, that’s wonderful, Dad!’’ exclaimed 
Andy, excitedly. ‘‘I’ve got two other flights 
in my mind now, that I’d like to make before 


very long.’’ 
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‘‘Land of mercy!’’ exclaimed his mother. 
‘‘It’s a wonder you didn’t get your death of 
cold on this one. I’ve a good mind to put your 
feet in mustard water right now!”’ 

They all laughed. Andy might be the 
world’s greatest hero, but to his mother he was 
still a small boy who had no sense whatever! 

‘¢ Just one more thing, Son,’’ added Mr. Lane. 
‘‘Mr, Avery made me promise that I’d have 
you in his office at ten a.m. sharp, tomorrow.’’ 

‘We'll be there,’’ agreed his son. Then, 
turning to Sonny, who had been avidly listen- 
ing to all the good news, Andy asked: 

‘‘Tell me, old man, what’s happened to my 
friend, Brewster ?’’ 

‘‘T hope he’s gone for good, Andy. He 
packed up his things and left the factory half 
an hour after he received Dad’s cablegram. 
The men around the place said that he de- 
clared he’d have revenge on you, for you had 
been the cause of all his troubles.”’ 

‘Well, we’ve beaten him this time, thanks to 
you, and if we ever run into him again, I don’t 
think we’ll have any more trouble.’ 

‘‘T hope not,’’ replied the youngster. 


*~ 


THE REWARD 191 


“Listen, Andy! Will you take me on your next 
big flight?’’ 

“‘Maybe, if your father will let you! I think 
you deserve some worth-while reward for what 
you did while we were in the air this trip!”’ 

The next morning, Andy and Mr. Lane were 
ushered into the same beautiful conference 
room which had so hastily started them on their 
marvellous non-stop flight. 

Mr. Avery was, as usual, at the head of the 
table. At his right was Mr. Seymore, the oil 
man, and on both sides of the polished mahog- 
any table were the important officials of the 
Apex Company. 

*“Andy,’’ said Mr. Avery, when they had all 
seated themselves, ‘‘thanks to your flight, we 
don’t care whether we get that Navy Depart- 
ment order or not. For the past week, orders 
for airplanes and motors have poured into this 
office by mail, telegraph, cable and even radio. 
We shall have to put up a new factory to take 
care of the business. Therefore, we all feel 
that there is a commission coming to you. 
Here, Son, may this be just the first of many 
you will receive from us!’’ 
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He passed a little blue slip across the table. 
Andy picked it up and his heart almost stopped 
beating. It was a check for $100,000. This, in 
addition to the money he and his father had 
already received from the sale of the Lane 
Carburetor! 

‘One more thing, Andy,’’? Mr. Seymore was 
speaking, now. ‘‘The sales of Superior gas and 
oil have almost doubled since your flight began. 
I want to tell you that if you ever make another 
big flight, we will deliver Superior gas and oil 
to you in any part of the world, civilized or 
uncivilized.’’ 

Andy was absolutely overcome. 

‘But listen, Mr. Avery,’’ he objected. ‘‘Sam 
and Joe were every bit as responsible for the 
success of the flight as I was.’’ 

“‘Quite right, Andy,’’ smiled the jovial ex- 
ecutive. ‘*We are taking care of them very 
generously. They hold, at this moment, posi- 
tions in this company that they would not have 
held for many years had it not been for their 
wonderful work on this flight. 

‘‘Now before you leave,’’ Mr. Avery con- 
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tinued, smilingly, ‘‘there is something outside 
that we’d like to show you.’’ 

They stepped to the door and Andy’s eyes 
nearly popped out of his head. Standing on 
the edge of the flying field was a little single- 
seated monoplane, the prettiest ship Andy had 
ever seen in his life. The silver-colored wings 
gleamed in the sunshine and the powerful Apex 
motor glistened with polished nickel. 

‘It’s yours, Andy,’’ said the president, 
‘and we'll be mighty proud to have you fly- 
ing it.’’ 

Andy gasped with surprise and delight. He 
climbed up to the cockpit. The whole interior 
was upholstered in red Spanish leather. Just 
beside the pilot’s seat was a little square com- 
partment, with tiny straps fastened to the 
floor. Buckled securely into these straps was 
Scotty, big as life and patting his tail on the 
floor as he grinned up into his master’s face. 

The happy boy looked back at Mr. Avery. 

‘“‘May I take it up now?’’ he asked. 

The man smiled and nodded. 

A waiting mechanic sprang to the little ship, 
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picked up her tail and headed her out into the 
field. He twisted the propeller and the engine 
barked lustily. Andy, strapped in beside his 
puppy, threw on full throttle. A roar and a 
swoop and he was off, zooming high into the 
air he loved so well. 


THE END 
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